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L Chamberlain of His Majeſty's Houſhold, Gr. 
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JF any thing may attone for the Liberty I take in offering 
| 1 this Trifle to your Lordſhip, it is, that 1 will engage not 
to be guilty of the Common Vice of Dedications, nor pre- 
tend to give the World an Account of the many good Q a- 
lities they ought to admire in your Lordſhip. I hope I ay 
reckon on it as ſome little Piece of Merit, in an Age where 
there are ſo many People write Panegyricks, and fo fe deſerve 
em. I am ſure you ought not to fit for your Picture to ſo 
ill a Hand as mine. Men of your Lordſhip's Figure and Station, 
tho Uſeful and Ornamental to the Age they live in, are yet 
reſerv'd for the Labonrs of the Hiſtorian, and the Entertain- 
ment of Poſterity; nor ought to be aſpers d with ſuch Pieces 
of Flattery while living, as may render the true Hiſtory ſuſ- 
; So ES Of pected 
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i this be an Error, (as perhaps it may,) it is a voluntary one 


— Thc Emile Dedicatry. — © 


pected to thoſe that come after. That which ſhould take up 


all my Care at preſent, is moſt humbly to beg your Lordſhip's 
Pardon for Importuning you upon this Account; for ĩmagin- 


ing that your Lordſhip, (whoſe Hours are all dedicated to the 


beſt and moſt important Uſes) can have any Leiſure tor this 
Piece of Poctry. I beg, my Lord, that you will receive it, as 
it was meant, a Mark of my Entire Reſpe& and Veneration. 

I hope it way be ſome advantage to me, that the Town has. 


not receiv'd this Play ill; to have depended meerly upon your 
Lordſhips good Nature, and have offer d ſomething withoutany _ 


Degree of Merit, would have been an unpardonable Fault, eſpe- 
cially to ſo good a Judge. The Play it ſelf, as I preſent it to 
your Lordflip, is a much more pertect Poem than it 1s in the 
Repreſentation on the Stage. I was led into an Error in the 
writing of it, by thinking that it would be eaſier to retrench 
than to add: But when I was at laſt neceſſitated, by reaſon of 
the extreme Length, to cut off near ſix hundred Lines I found 


that it was maim'd by it to a great Diſadvantage. The Fable 
(which has no manner of Relation to any Part of true Hiſtory 


was left dark and intricate, for want of a great Part of the 
Narration, which was left out in the firſt Scene; and the Chain 
and Connexion, which ought to be in the Dialogue, was inter- 
rupted in many other Places. But ſince what was omitted in 
the Acting is now kept in, I hope it may indifferently Enter- - 


tain your Lordſhip at an unbending Hour. The Faults which 
are moſt generally found, (and which I could be very proud 
of ſabmitting-to your Lordſhip's Judgment, if you can have 


leiſure for ſo trivial a cauſe,) are, that the Cataſtrophe in the 


fifth Act is barbarous, and ſhocks the Audience. Some People, 


whoſe Judgment I ought to have a Deſerence for, have told 
me that they wiſht I had given the latter Part ot the Story quite 
another turn; that Artaxerxes and Ameſtris ought to have been 


preſerv d, and made happy in the Concluſion of the Play ; that 


beſides the Satisfaction which the Spectators would have had 
to have ſeen two Vertuous (or at leaſt Innocent) Characters, re- 

warded and ſucceſsful, there might have been alſo a more No- 
ble and luſtructive Moral drawn that way. I muſt confeſs 


and 
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nnd an Error of my Judgment: Since in the writing I actuallx 


made ſuch à ſort of an Objection to my ſelf ; and .choſe 
to wind up the ſtory this way. Tragedies have been al- 
_ - low, I know, to be written both ways very beautifully. But 

ſince Terror and Pity are laid down for the Ends of Tragedy by 
the great Maſter and Father of Criticiſm, I was always inclind to 


rs fancy, that the laſt and remaining Impreſſions, which ought tobe 


left on the minds of an Audience, ſhould proceed from one of theſe 
two. They ſhould. be ſtruck with Terror in ſeveral parts of the 
Play, but always Conclude and go away with Pity, a fort Int 
. regret proceeding from good nature, which; tho an uneaſineſs 
s not always diſagreeable, to the perſon who feels it. It was 
this paſſions that the famous Mr. Otmay ſucceeded fo well. in 
touching, and muſt and will at all: times affect people, who 
have any tenderneſs or humanity. If therefore I had fav'd Ar- 
taxerxes and Ameſtris, I believe (with ſubmiſſion to my Judges) 
I had deſtroy'd the greateſt occafion for Compaſſion in the 
whole Play. Any body may perceive, thatſhe is rais d to ſome 
degrees of happineſs, by hearing that her Father and Husband 
are living, (whom ſhe had ſuppos'd dead,) and by ſeeing the 
Enemy and Perſecuter of her Family dying at her feet, purpoſe- 
ly, that the turn of her death my be more ſurprizing and 
pitiful. As for that part of the Objection, which ſays, that 
Innocent perſons ought not to be ſhewn unfortunate; The ſuc- 
ceſs and general approbation, which many of the beſt Trage- 
dies that have been writ, and which were built on that founda- 
tion, have met with, will be a ſufficient anſwer for me. 
That which they call the Poetical Juſtice, is, I think, ſtrictly 
obſerv'd, th: two principal Contrivers of Evil, the 
Stateſman and Prieſt, are punifh'd with death; and 
the Queen is depos d from her authority by her own Son; 
which, Iſuppoſe, will be allowed as the ſevereſt mortification 
that could happen to a woman of her Imperious Temper. 
If there can be any excuſe for my Entertaining your Lordſhip 
with this Detail of Criticiſms, it is, That I would have this firlt 
mark of the honour I have for your Lordſhip appear with as 
few faults as poſſible. Did not the | rare. Character of- 
your Lord{hbip's Excellent. humanity and good nature encourage 


' ny 
me. 
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me, whit ought I not to fear from the Niceneſs-of yout Taſte - 
and Judgment? The Delicacy of your Reflexions may bewvery 
1 fatal to ſo rough a Draught as this is; but if I will believe, (as 
Ils am ſure I ought to do) all Men that I have heard ſpeak of 
your Lordſhip, they bid me hope every thing from your Good- 


1 neſs, This is that I muſt ſincerely own, which made me ex- 
\F tremely Ambitious of your Lordſhip's Patronage for this Piece. 
'F I am but too ſenſible, that there are a Maltitude of Faults in as - 


but ſince the good Nature of the Town has cover d, or not taken 
notice of em, I muſt have ſo much diſcretion, as not to look 

| with an affected Nicety into em my ſelf. With all the Faults - 
and Imperfections which it may have, I muſt own, I ſhall be 
yet very well ſatisfied with it, if it gives me an Opportunity of 
reckoning my ſelf from this time, e 


' Tour Lordſhiy's moſt Obedien 
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and devoted humble Servant 
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| 1 F Dying Lovers yet deſerve a Tear, I, 
IF a fad Story of a Maids Deſpair. = ( 
Yet move Compaſſion in the pitying Fair, 
This Day the Poet does his Art employ, 
The ſoft Acceſſes of your Souls 10 11. 
Nor let the Storck boaſt his , ee | 
The Brute Philofopher, who nere has. proud 
The Foy of Loving or of being Lov'd , 
Who ſcorns his humane Nature to confeſs, 
And*flrroing to be more than Man, is leſs. 
Nor let tbe Men, the weeping Fair accuſe 
Thoſe kind Protectors of the Tragick Muſe, 
Whoſe Tears did moving Qtway's Labours crown, 
And made the poor Monimia's Grief their own : . 
Thoſe Tears, their Art, not Weakneſs has conſeſt,) 
Their Grief approv'd the Niceneſs of their Taft, 6 > 


And they wept moſt, becauſe they judg d the be 
O. cou d 2 PIG N 
An Audience to Compaſhon thus inclin d, | 
The Stage would need no Farce, nor Song nor Dance, ; 
Nor Capering Monſieur brought from Active France. 
Clinch and bis Organ-Pipe, his Dogs and Bear, Y 
To native Barnet might again repair, e 
Or breath with Captain Otter Bankſide A7. 
Majeftick Tragedy ſhowd once agen 
In Purple Pomp adorn the ſwelling Scene. | 
Her ſearch ſhou d ranſack all the Ancient's Store,) 
The Fortunes of their Loves and Arm: explore, 
. Such as might grieve ou, hut ſhou'd pleaſe you more. 
What Shakeſpear durſt not, this bold Age ſhou'd do, 
Aud famous Creek and Latin Beauties ſhow. 
Spakeſpear, whoſe Genius to its ſelf a Lat, 
Coud Men in every heigbt of Nature draw, 
And copy d all but Women that he ſato. | 
Thoſe Ancient Heroines your Concern ſhou'd move, 
. Their Grief and Anger much, but moſt their Love; 
For in the Account of every Age we find 5 


* 
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The beſt and faireſt of that Sex were kind, 
LY To Pity Always and to Love inclin dl. | 


* 


* 
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Auers, ye fair ones, who in Fudement ſor, . 

 - Jour Axcient Empire over Love and hit | 

 *Reform our Senſe, and teach the Men to Oheyj © © 

| Ip 6 leave their Tumbling if you lead the way. * S 8 
Be but what thoſe before to Otway were, m ðr 
O wer c you but as kind, we know you are as fair "—_— 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


g Artaxerxes, Prince of Perka, Elde Son to the N 
4 Alrſaces, by a former Queen. . Nur Verbruggen. 
|| Artaban, 607 to Arſaces, by Artemiſi, © Mr. Booth. 
|  Memnon, .Bormerly General to Arſaces, now diſ-} nw 
5 gracd, + Friend to Artaxerxes. a Mr. Batterton, 
1 | | Mirza Firſt Miniſter 0 State, in the Tntere | WR | 42 
'F Artemiſa and — 1 4 YU. Freeman. 

| Magas, Prieft of the Sun, Friend 10 Mirza and 1 
1 the ik 7 N | Ir. Bowman, 
'F Cleanthes, Friend to Artaban. 5 Mr. Pack. 
Orchanes, Captain of the Guards to the Queen, Mr. Baily. 
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Artemiſa, Formerly the Wife of Tiribaſus 4 Perſian 7 

4 9 2 now married to the King, and Queen of $Mrs. Barry. 

* Ameſtris, Daughter to Memnon, in love with, * | 8 
below d by Artaxerxes. e i * 

Ci. *Cleone, Daughter to Mirza, in love with _— © as 

4 ckxes, and belov'd by Artaban. yh N 

* Beliza, Confident to Cleone. Mrs. Martin. 
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ACT 1 SCENE bY 41 {Rl Plc 
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ET Enter at Keuter Doors Mirza and Mages 2 Mt 
: e RJ JEL: 1 2 2 51 117 oY 1 | 
Mir. in 


Hat bring ſt PTY Mig + * Say, FO fares the 


N 
0 


rr 


Mag. As one whom when we number with BAR ng, 
We ſay the moſt we can; tho ture! it maſt * 10K 
Be happier far. to quit 4 wretched Being, 2 e 

Than kee . on ſuch terms: For as 1 enter 9113 n OO de * 
| The Ron Ls aud dit , e Dy SL a 
Struck thro yes, and chill'd my ye Heat; E 
The cheatful day was every where ffn ut het 
With care, and left a more than midnight Abe 3 
Such as might ev'n be felt: A few dim Lamps, Nr x 8 
That feebly lifted up their fickly heads, 5 15 A 
Lookt Faint! thro the ſhade, and made it en . Ko e 
More diſmal by ſuch light; "while thoſe thar ate, 3 1921s ste 
In ſolemn ſorrow, mixt Witt wild amazement, Reg SO, e - 
Obſerv'd a dreadful filence. ny 002k 1191 5 22 * þ 
Mirz. Didſt thou ſee him? dt 2601 e 
Mag. My Lord, I did; treading with gentle ſleps, 8 a IP 
I -reacht . Bed, which held the poor. rein | + mY 
Of great Arſaces, juſt 8 1 approgehr, 0 2 rar 21 — 28 
His drooping lids, 7 ſeem d for ever dt 
Were faintly rear d, to tell me that he HY, ins "a 1 eb guns! 
- The balls of fight, dim and depriv'd of motion,” alt 010 0 01 Un 4 
Sparkled no more with that Maj ſtick fire, to Banne 
At which ev'n Kings have e but Ja let eb yaol A 
Their common uſeful office, and were ſhaded lll _ 
Wich an eternal night ; ſtruck. wi rm, of MM tn 0 
* 


5 That ſhew'd n me humane harure 2 © 036 ant. ei 
* van 971 NB 4 121914 012 5 ” 2390 1 
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1 haſtily retird. * 5 711. 0 Ns 

* MHZ. HERyY& 00 Tool yn II» - 
And fate if poſſible muſt be delays; „ 
- The thought that labours in my forming read, el os 


Let crude and immature, demands more time. 
Have the Phyſicians giv'n up all their = wh ? 


1 they add a few days to a . ne 
pence of thouſand vulgar fates, | I PB 


recom 


Which their Drugs daily haſten ? 

Mag. As 1 paſt 
The outward "= I found em in Conſult ; 335 
I askt 'em if their 25 was at a ſtand, 
And could not help the King; th ſhook their Heads, | 
And in moſt grave and ſolemn wiſe, unfolded 
Matter, which little purported, but words | 
Rankt in right learned phraſe ; all 1 could learn, was; 


That Nature's —_ warmth was quite GE * 


Nor could the breath of art kindle again HY 
Mir. My Ro al Miſtreſs Artemiſe > fate, 
And all her Jon oung Artahar's high hopes, 
Hang on this lucky Crifis ; ſince this day, 
The haughty Artaxerxes and old chart 


Enter Per/epolis : The yearly. Falk 
Devoted to our gloricus God th 


«1512/8571 eh ied 
Hides their deſigns under Ang r eh lee 


And thus Religion is a mask for action. 25 
But let their Guardian Genii ſtill be warchfül, 
For if they chance to nod, my waking vengeance _ 
Shall ſurely catch that — to deſtrojy em. 
Mag. Tis ſaid the fair Ameſtris, Memnon's Daughter, 


. 2 a . Y 
1 
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Comes in their company. | 15110 
Mir. That fatal Beauty, 5 |] 
With moſt malignant influence, has croſt THI 
My fuſt and great Ambition. When my Brother, | bo 241 ik: 
The great Cleander fell by Memnon's hand, 5 Ide 78818 10 
880 know the ſtory of k 4 Houſes quarre 5 bi ee 
ſought the King for Juſtice on 10 rderer WE” 
And to confirm my intereſt in the Court, d 24T 
In confidence of mighty wealth and power, 1 
A long deſcent from Noble Anceſtors, 4 
And ſomewhat of the of the Maid, 5 1501 
I offer d my Cleone to the Prince. 19 fl 1121 0 
Fierce Artaxerxes; he, with rude Altan * 211} 1501 
Refus' d the proffer ; and to grate me more, 
Publickly 


5 N Fn 


a 


The Anbitink aer. 3 4 


Publickly 3 his paſſion for Arab 715 5 wa K n e 80 6 | 5 © ; 4 
And in deſpight ev'n of his Fathers uftice,.. es ary 
usd the Cauſe of Memnon.  - 1 
Mag. Ev'n from that noted Fra, denen . ON IO 
Lou Gated all your ſervice to the Queen, E AE 
Our Common Miſtreſs, © e A 
Mirz. Tis true, I did ſo; Nor was it We e 8 Re | 
She did me right, and at 0 d 
Memnon was baniſht, and the Prince Aiferaca” EO WOOL ISL. | 
Went into Exile with him. Since that time, 33 48 are * ⁊j% 93 
Since I have been admitted into her Council. 
And have ſeen her, with unerring Judgment grids | ff 
The Reins of Empire, I have been amazed, 55 110. 80879 
To ſee her more then manly ſtrength of Soul, 45 180 
Cautious in good ſucceſs, in bad unſhaken z 
Still arm d againſt the uncertain turns of Chance. 
Untoucht by any weakneſs of her Sex, © Gi OL e! 
Their Superſtition, Pity, or their 5M YO, e et 2 bt 


And is a oman only in her Cunning, . A ai | 
What ſtory tells of great Semiramis, „ e 
Or Rolling Time, that gathers as It goes, | * 
Has added more, ſuch Artema is. TEE 
Mag. Sure 'twas a mark of an uncotmmon Genius, E 
To bend a Soul like that of great A W 
And Charm hith to her ſway. 
Mirz. Certainly Fate, 
Or ſomewhar like 115 force of S was in it; 
And {till whene re remembrance ſets that ſcene . 
Before my Eyes, I view it with amazement. _ I 8 
Mag. 1 then was young, a ſtranger to the Court, . 
And vnly took the ſtory as reported N 
By different Fame, you muſt have known it better. oils yo 
Mirz. Indeed I did, then fayour'd by the King, 
| And by that means a ſharer in the ſecret. 

*T'was on a day of publick Feſtival, _ „ 
When Beauteous Artemiſa ſtood to vier, 
Behind the Covert of a Golden Lattice, i 

When King and Court returning from the Temple 5 

. + When juſt as b her ſtand Ar/aces paſt, 
The Windows, by deſign or chance, fell down, 
And to his view d her bluſhing Beauties. 
L She ſeem' d lugt and preſently withdrew, Wu alan 

But ev'n that moment was an age in Love 
So was the Monarchs heart for paſſion moulded, 55 tea e f 
80 ape to take at firſt the ſoft impreſſion.” * e 
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Already paſt a Remedy, and vainly _ * ; 
Urg'd the reſentment of her Injurd Lord: | 282 
His Love was deaf to 128 7a YU 


And ſeeds of Jealouſie, eine een ß 


Mag. Was Tiribaſus a bient? oper} a fr i 

Mir. He was then General Of the ore „ 
Under old Memnon in thꝭ Median War. Lp" ee au acts 
But if that diſtant view ſo much had charm'd him, e ee 
Imagine how he burnt, when, by my means, Hs 
He view'd her Beauties nearer, when each action, 


And every graceful ſound conſpir d to charm him 


Joy of her Conqueſt, and the hopes of Greatneſs 
Gave Luſtre to her Charms, and made her Wa NY 
Of more than mortal Excellence. In ſhort. 
After ſome faint reſiſtance, like a > 55s + SC 
That ſtrives a while, tho eager for the Ws, „FF 
The furious King enjoy d her, „ 


And to ſecure their Joys, a ſhare was laid 

For her unthinking Lord, in which he "Il | 
Before the fame of this could reach his Fats 55 = = "ig 
Since that, ſhe ſtill has by ſucceſsful Art? 


Maintain'd that power, which firſt her 15 gain "ou 
Mag. With deepeſt forefight, wiſely * C a 
A ſure foundation of the future greatneſs a 5 


Of Artaban, her only darling Son. 
Each buſie thought, that rouls within her wie 


Labours for him ; the King, when firſt he feta, 125 0 ur 8 


Declar d he ſhould ſucceed him in the Throne. he De 

Mir. That was a point well gain d; nor were the Ede | AD 
Of Artaxerxes worth our leaſt of fears, 805 5 0 
If Memnor's intereſt did not prop his Cauſe. : „ 
Since then they ſtand ſecur d, by being joyn dd. bn 0 


From reach of open force; it were a Maſterpiece | I JUTE YO 
Worthy a thinking head, to ſow diviſion. * | We 1 2 1 DLO V1 


Which knit and hold em up, that 10 vided, e 
With eaſe they might be ruin'd. | e eee = 

Mag. That's a difficulty, next to impoſe. 19 312402 62 DRifot 

Mir. Ceaſe to think fo; © ; in 

The wiſe and active conquer en,, 719 25 141 react wy 


By daring to attempt em; ſloth and r 3 vir e e 


5 R ei 01 Da 
Shiver and ſhrink at fight of toil and hazard, 18 wiede, et G 


And make th impoſhbility they fear; : 
Ey'n Memnon's temper ſeems to give the aſion; 
Of wrong impatient, 3 to d revenge 5. | * 
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That ſhould direct his Ang be. ant 1 bl 20 . 81 257 
Were made by Nature Pu 425 wiſe to work with; 1 20 of 00 by 12 55 | 
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E on their K. and * 190 the 2270 of Stateſthen, - #7 . 

n Heroes knoc t b Sf 50 1b 

- And fall by one a Tag 4 1 Heads rc THe: [AIR 1 ff} 1 on! bol 
Ack. Whas you've f04˙, 0 

Has wak d a Thought in me which may be lucky; een bf 

Ee he was baniſht for your Brothers Murer. 

There was a Friendſhip twixt us; and tho then | * N 


I left his barren Soil, to rot my fkk 
More ſafely, under your aus Slade, 1 0 rh i ol) 982 Ai / 
. Yer ſtill pretending Tyes of ancient. Love, "0: een var nie bu 
At his arrival here Il viſit him; 4555 5 noon gk 108 
Whenee this Advantage may at leaſt be made, IOC SUP SUORY 261: 
To ford his ſhallow Soul. ee PIN een dad 10 
Mirz. Oh much, much Py * e | 1 8 00 HILD 771 it 
*F was happily remembred, nothing dns e CIPLD o HL S209 
Theſe open, unſuſpeting Fools, like Friendſhip : | 
Dull heavy things! Whom Nature 125 left hofeit 
In meer frugality, to ſave the Charge 5 3 
She's at in keting out à thinking Soul; en oe 
Who, ſince their own ſhort underſtandings reach or 07 ino 
No farther than the preſent, think ev'n the'wiſe, 2 00 
Like them, diſcloſe the Secrets of their Breaſts, e "ROT EDUC 
= what they think, and tell Tales of dente, 010 ol r vl 
function too will varniſh ofe our Arts, | 10 mow 10 
And ſanctifie diſſembling. 15 * 1971 CorkGe B9:238 von 
%%% CTR 407 GOO Rn 


His caution may draw back, and fear à "Ame 43 0191 bet BH 
Mirz. Tell him, \the better to aſſiſt the Fa In 1 Val 
That evn I wiſh his Friendſhip, and would gladi y 
Forget that cauſe of hate, which long has F „% qu i uu! 
At mortal Diſtance, give up my Rexen gg.. 
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A grateful Offering tg the publick Peace. | e002 
Mag. Could you afford N ſuch a Bribe : as thay, d ein 
A Brothers Blo0d yer ut ton d. — ar 9 f my 1 . N | 
Mirz. No Maga, HI ned 26 85 {1 8 rut oT 
It is not in the Power if Fate to rae” | oy: 10 noi 3117 bela 
That thought from out my Newry tr 1, ing ben eie MIN, Boon! 
Eternal Night, tis true, may caſt Weine n een, Hi 
On all my Faculties, e cingailh ee, M 700 uin don r 
And great Revenge may wien my Being ae cio A 291g οννõ⁰ 
But while that ever wil Eidigſ, %% %%, ! of 
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Yet, I would have thee protuiſs that, acc more, 0 91 45 bloc 1 'F . 
The Friendſhip of the Queen, the Reſtitutien 1 ot 2567 
Of his Command, and Honours, that his Doe” ee 77 

Shall be the Bride 'of Artaban; ſay any thing 
Thou know'ſt the Faith of Coutticts, and thell'0 achs, Uo 4 55 ee 
Like thoſe of Lovers, the Gods laugh at em, E Ae datt 

Mag. Doubt not my Zeal to ſerve your Royal Miſtes, | 
And in her Intereſt yours, my Friend and Patron. 

Mirz. My worthy Prieſt? Still be my Friend, e n 
The. utmoſt of my Power, by greatneſs rais'd. © "ts 6055 acin 
Thou like the God thou ſerv'ſt, ſhall ſhing aloft, 
And with thy Influence rule the under World. A LG 2 bet 
But ſee! the Queen appears ; the ſeems tos "FI 5 bal 71 

Her thoughtful Soul, labours with n. 
Of high import, which buſtles like an Emo | ee, js 55 eng 
In its dark Room, and 7 to be diſclos d. a L 


Retire, leſt we diſturb her. LT retire to g 75 the Ss 
| Enter the Wren attended... 


Nu. Be fixt, my Soul, fixt on thy own bun ta 118 wan e 
Be conſtant to thy ſelf; nor know, the Weaknels, Jo! „ 
The poor Irreſolution of my Sex: en 
Diſdun thoſe ſhews of Danger, that would bar 5 
My way to glory. Ye Diviner r 
By whom tis ſaid we are, from whoſe bright - arr 
Thoſe active Sparks were ſtruck which move our Clay, en Wn 
1 feel, and I confeſs the Etherial energy, * e e WEN 
That buſie reſtleſs Principle, whoſe appetite - F 
Is only pleas d with greatneſs like your own naa 
Why have you clo lope di it then with dull mak, I V 
And ſhut it up oman? Why debasd i 5 Sk RF a 
Toan — — of the Cteatin ?! 250 "ict tems 301 
Since, your own heavenly Hands miſtook ; my Lot, ; 0 e dee 
?Tis you have errd, an or Could Fate e re mean N att 
Me, for a Wife, a Slave to Tiribaſus ! 1 e ag 
To ſuch a thing as he ! a Wretch! a Hosband Page ee e 
Therefore in juſt Aſſertion öf my ſelf, . 
I ſhook him off, and paſt thoſe ae * ee e e 
Which Laws contrive in vain for Souls bor 5 „ LAs 
There is not, muſt not be a bound ger ks,” gate 2 . 
Power gives a Sanction, and makes | things * Ea * 
Ha! Mirza! Worthy Lord! 1 ſaw thee na. 1 235 
So buſie were my Faculties in in thought, 177 > 
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Unbidden of the God that dwells wit 2 T 


Within fix Days, my Son, my. Artaban 


And be my Pledge of ever lifting Amity 4 LIND SAL 


Know you the Cauſe ? 


Soft even beyond her Sex's . «= Wl 105 : ma" 5 5 | 
For the miſhaps of others, and ſo make 


Except when (only by ſome 


Or by the gentle — — 1 n 17 
Sits ſadl [fining to a Tale of Jon Bt 


For Gods, and Godlike Counſels n 4 
Kd.” + 


Might mingle evin with a 


a The > That * Te dwell Wt 


on s mf 4 
0 90 80 
Unknown and venerable ta the 2 ue: n 
And like a T e innermoſt rec * 0 ln 188 A ee 2 4 7 
None enters, to behold the ha owed <4 _— | 


111 Lion waleil! it! 64k p 


4. Wike Miraa I Were my jo — 55 ft 786 fla Mi. 
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Thee only would I chooſe of all ME cnt 
To be the Prieſt, ſtill favour d with accels , vx en ine - 
Whoſe piercing Wir, "IR by unerring len | 


embled Gods, 
When they deviſe unchangeable Decree: 


And call em Fate i 9 305 YE 
Mir. Whatere I am, each Faculty, > 5 e 
The utmoſt Power of my exerted Soul, „ 


| l Wr 
Preſerves a Being only for your Servicezjzj: 4 
And when I am not yours, 1 am no more. A. enki] LA. 


Nu. Time ſhall notknow an end of my — i 7 
But every Day of our con 0 bh es 
Be witneſs of my Gratitude, to draw 4 


The Knot, which holds our common N cloſer 3 


Equally dear to me as Life and Glory. Wu 
In publick ſhall Eſponſe the fair Go. 8 


Mirz. O Royal Lady] you out: bid m Service; 0b . 
„ all 3 _— vile, but Words the Re > 4 
#. Enou as thou haſt been, ſtill Br end, 7%. 
I ask no more. But I obſerye of late, = ; tr omg 
Your Daughter grows a ne 1 V vrt hoy 
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Mirz. A melancholy Girl; 7 55 
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Such in her Infancy her Temper Was, 
By Nature pitiful, and apt to grieve 


The Sorows of the wretched. world her own : "7 
Her Cloſet and the Gods ſhare all her time, 


POR attended 2 


She ſeeks ſome ſhady — 


Till with her tears ſhe. fell aha aaron ſt 
* It is not well, theſe 2 IO 
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85 wich waſt tal 1 5 

Preys on ing Ca oom of Youth oy 15 51185 voc ar N. 5 
But "Love ſhall Bas away theſe clouds - 3650 W . N 
CC 
1 iſſolve thoſe 4 en mine 

Like death about het ie Fer Ws b n, hot — _ Was 

Attend us, holy Mag, td Kit 1 2 5. 0 3 2 v a 

Nor ceaſe to importune tlic mf 341192 bod) bog 2000 15 


L : b. 411 VI — 
To grant him health, 12 . tear in yal 1 ir Ro 517 of FF 2 


e * 


Ds 


LPS 


2DOER _ hiv S ) alat irr: 7 11% 
d ast H lib yall — 
Mirda This medling Prieſt longs to be found a fool 77 50 _ 7 ih 
Thinks he that Memnon, Souſdier'as He i, gs 4 
fi ughtleſs and dull, will liſten to his ſoothing? n Horta od 
we re, I gave his wiſe Propoſal way, 190 guide 
y, urg d him to go on; the ſhallow Fraud Ton Ms 1 nd but 

Will ruine Him Br ever: With my e e Mult f ng. 
And make him firmly mine, ſpite ef his Peas, „ 
And natural Inconſtancy. | WRID 03-923 3 yay ch ri Xt 
While Choice remains he will be ill unſteady, arp 8 T2 mo 4 1 
And nothing but Neceſſity can fix him. Pu = por 4 X01 111103: of 
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Enter Artaxerxes, Wlenwor, 1 1 Att 2 Rec iſduq al 
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11 17 1 6fh W214 em id bak +1 
' 19 Artax. Methinks, mühle Fier Soi 5 Pele por 115 Kulte 8 
2 ' | We enter here like Sw and unlook'd for: a * 58 N bl 
"of | Each buſie Face we meet? with wonder farts, 0 * vs I 
Wit || And ſeems amaz'd to ſee us. end ien 0G les | 
8 Mem. Well may the Ignoble Herd ne phe Ares fo 0 We es L 
Wilt Start, it with heedlek ſteps they unawares DUES, nn ret. 8 
Will Tread on the Lyons walk ; a Prince's Gemus an 
1 Awes with ſupiner Greatneſs all beneath bn nl , F ni done 
. With Wonder they behold the great Hates „ Ie LY ANC 
1 Reviv'd again in Godlike Artaxerxes. - eee e, C4 
|; q In you they ſee him, ſuch as oft they did on OO SY 4 


11 Returning from his Wars, and Ctownd' with Conqbelt oon SF: 


Is | || When all our Virgins met him on the way 2 a 
Wit)! And with their Songs and Dances bleſt his Triumph Tü 2993%; 2 
WH | Now baſely aw'd by faQtious Prieſts and Women,” Not e 5 
Wt | | þ They ſtart at Maje yy and ſeem ſurpriz d. 571. 75 n 
42318 {AS Fa God had met em. In Honotir's Name, a en 
Wt Why have we let this be? Why have we la fe: 52-1 An 
ir And ſuffer d ſuch a Government as n TE 0 ah. 
Wil... „ "pF 08 
* N , | - a 5 


To waſte our Strength, and wear our Empire low? 


Art. Curſt be the means by which theſe IIIs doe, | ry 15 


Fatal alike to me as to my Country; 


Which my great Soul, unable to revenge, W Fo 7 7 * 
Has yet with Indignation A 
Cut off by Arts of Coward Priefts' a Statel 8 gen, 


Whom I tained with ſervile Stiles tc cut: 


From the great Right which God ang Natuts Se 
My Birthright to a Throne. 


Mem. Nor Prieſts, not Sta 9; 0 % oo 
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Could have compleated ſuch an ll * e de 


If Artemi ſa had not, by her Charms, 

And all her Sex's Cunning, wrought. the Kine. 
Old, obvious to her Arts, decay'd in greatneſs, 
Dead to the Memory of what once he was, 
Juſt crawling on the Verge of wretched. * 
A Burthen to himſelf, and his Friends Pity; 5 
Among his other Failings, to forget 
All that a Father and a King could owe 

To ſuch a Son as you were; to cut you off 


From your Succe nay from your Hopes of 5 1 


And graft her upſtart Offspring on to e 
Artax. But if I bear it, 
Oh may I live to be my Brothers Slave, 


The Seven of thoſe brave Friends that own my Cauſe ; 


May you my Father ſpurn me for a Coward, 
May all my noble Hopes of Love and Glory 

ave me to vile Deſpair. By Heaven, my Heart 
Sits Ilighter in my Boſom, when I think _ © | 
That I this Day ſhall meet the Boy 1 Brother, 
Whoſe young Arnbition with aſpiring ings 
Dares ev'n to mate my Greatnels. 
Men. Fame, that ſpeaks. 
Minutely every Circumſtance of Princ =. | 
Deſcribes him bold, and fiercely fond kene, 
Which ev'n in ſpight of Nature he afteQs. 
Impatient of Command, and hardly daigning 
To be controll'd by his Imperious Mother. 
*Tis ſaid too (as no means were left untry' d, 
Which might prepare and fit him to contend 
With a ſuperiour right of Birth and Merit,) 
That Books, and the politer Arts, (which thoſe 
Who know admire) have been his Cate; already 
He OR" in their — and br rſt 
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"The Ambitings Step | mother, 
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His Youth with t Jorta 
The Crowd, taught atutes to 
Stile him a God in Wiſdom. | 1 
b SS 19 w' 4 v3 WHANC Bi Jak Wo 3 zm be. 
Artax. Be that his Glory, e Nibnl Saks 
Let him with Pedants hunt 4 Rr in Becks, e 
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Pore out his Life amon the azy Gon men, to wr are wo 45 
Grow old and vainly proud in fancy d Kno wicdge, vn ere 
Unequal to the Task of vaſt Ambition IT OY" 
Ambition! The Defire of active Souls A 
That puſhes em beyond the 17 75 0 Nature, ee eee eee 
And elevates the Hero to the GOGds.᷑5 
But ſee ! my Love, your beatttedus Faser comes, EN] 
And ev'n Ambition fickens at her Sight ban 
2). 201499 ble 
5 Enter Ameſtris PR; - 450009 cin 01 beat] 
Oo. S eis $3 
Revenge, and berce Deſirts 3, Elch, „ ceaſe b an t! I 
To urge my Paſſions, maſter d by 5 Eyes 3 none 
And only gentle Fires now warm. my "WE 


_ Ameſt. 1 come, my Father, to attend your Order. 25 dN Menue 


Mem. Tis well; and I would have thee {till be near me, 
The Malice of the Faction which I hate 


Would vent it ſelf even on thy Innocence, 1 TY rp a. 701 IT 
Wert thou not ſafe under a Father's Care. vt Hon 48 oh art anrwattd 
Art. Oh fay a Loyer's, too; nor can you have. Tis to hw Prodt 
An Intereſt in her ſafety more than mine. . 4 
Love gives a Right ſuperiour ev'n.to Nature; 5 
Or Love is Nature, in the nobleſt meaning, 5 
The Cauſe and the Preſerver of the Me ntol d 1 kun nf nc 
Theſe Arms that long to preſs Gee romp me wad : T 
For ever ſhall defend thee. nails fv ee , 47 
Mem. TORE, n rnd 5 Me 
Unto your on leave our common cat en 
Tigranes with our Friends expects my Sdn 1 : 
Thoſe when I have diſpatcht, upon the In > cid eile 
I will return, and meet at your partn 3 tw 7 
Art. Come to my Arms, ny let me hi - thes there. _ 
From all thoſe Fears that vex th beati Hea Alt; od blond d 
Be ſafe and free from all thoſe Deas Ants, 7 
That haunr thy Apprehenhion, b 
Ameſ. Can you blame me?? 101 4 1 
If from Retirement drayyn a d pat FAY dug 2 CA ird 
I fear to tempt this ſtormy 953 Der "pe Fog gupd (alice oy molt © 4 
Whoſe every Beach is ſtrew'd with Wrecks of e Abi l 
That daily periſn in it. Curſt Ambition! | 
OE, Why 
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Why t 
Who have even from my e d a Vers 


doſt thou come to trouble my Repoſe, fy 2e is 7004 


Art. Ceaſe to complain, my and let no Thought | . 2 Wir 


But hat brings Peace and Joy approach thy Breaſt. 101 0% 
Let W e manly Fires toithee,'- wy gr 315: 15 FN 1112 
To warm thy Fancy to a Taſte of: Glory oIditiy Wit d goht. 
Imperial Power and Purple Gredtneſt wait bee, 0 80 vr | Lit 20A 

And {ue for thy Acceptance; by tlie Sun. 1 118 qu mNν a 
And by Ar/aces Head, 1 Will got ee wud 30m 10 hob , ah, 0 

The Throne of Cyrus, ot PRIN With; Kew? NI oT 11801 


Anme ſ. Vain ſhews'6F Ha ines I Deceitful Pageantfy ?! A 1 
Ah! Pier hadſtſt thou ene the oys , oll 
With humbler Fortunes, thou WG Uldſt cufſe le thy Royalty.” 092100} HBde 
Had Fate allotted us ſome obſcure' Village ano bulk 
Where only bleſt with Life's Neceſfitieee s 
We might have paſs d ifl Peace Gur bag Durs, mid ict 80h 154 0 
Free from the Cares which Crowns and Empires Ip , 
There no Step mother, no Ambitious Brother. 
No wicked Stateſmen, would with Impious Arts, 


Have ſtrove to wreſt from us our nce, 
Ot ſtit the ſimple HF to noiſi 1 e ” N 
Our Nights had all been bleſt with bers, 
And all = . Howe been ann win ove. 
Art. Exquiſite Charmer! now 7 9155 
ug 3 thy Pos * A me 113 roy Sol: 1 
he Joy of Conqweſt, Arat riumph. 1: N 
Honour and Greatneſs Al ce Fame ih Ham. 14 pts ö " 8 
To high Exploits, and everlaſting Yo 291115 203 edt ro 
-Grows vile in fight of theg, 5 ghny Sgul, . mes mf OD 1151 
By Nature fierce, and panting after Glory? Si od on Faß 
Could be content to live obſcure with . ay eiii ebneirt tt 
Forgotten and unknown, of: all but my N G Fl i jd 2425 * 
Aneſ. No, Son of great Ae .thoug} rac flor ! 0 
Shares in my Sex's Weakneſs, and would H/; Las wad” 
From Noiſe and Faction, and from fatal al Groans, 2+ 19d axwen! | be, p 
Yet for thy Sake, the uldol of my $1 701 9: l d bio} mor 
or will 1 bluſh 2 own 4 lacred/Flame, nicive wt wald led 
hy Sighs and Vows have kindled in my 1 2 to 205 . v+T 
For thy lov'd Sake, ſpight of my boding Fears, e 1 
TIl meet the Tanger nger-which Ambition 3 4.21 18905 1 AT 
And tread one Path with these: Nor ſhalt thou loſe . . Win 


* »„ſä—— 


OT ! Vin 1 

The glorious Portion which thy Fate 7 erde 10 c. | b'z vitio bak 
For thy Ameſtris Fears. non cd: 2nic 121 20d 
Ar. Give me thoſe Fears; 3D! oft. 2 5741 m_ abo KY gig 


h For all things will be wall. it den 54 -- gods Not " 
Ameſ. Grant it, ye 9 5 Fro? 9379 ny 
This Day before your Altars will 1 kteel, 
Where all my Vows ſhall for my Prince be offer 10 7 
Still let Succeſs attend Him, let Mankind EVE 3 
Adore in him your viſible Divinity; e s 0 Ab : 


Nor will I importune you for my ſelt [4 4 
But ſumm up all I ask in Artaxerxes... _ 1 
Art. And doubt not but the Gods will kindy hear 2 

Their Virgin Votary; and grant her Prayr; | 
Our gforious Sun, the ſource of Light and Heat, 

- Whole Influence chears the World he did ae, 

S gdall ſmile on thee from his Meridian Skies, 

And own the kindred Beauties of thy Eyes 
Thy Eyes, which, could his own fair Beams decay, 


Might ſhine for him, on bleſs ai Weid Wend 1 1 [Exeunt. 
e 27 47 —— ben gn be t: N ue s 


ACT u. $CENE. 4.5 e Apartment of 
| the Palace 


5. d esd eino Ruin u Hy Hat 
Ener Memnon ee, E e 8. 5 | ING | 
Hoſe who are wile} Colin outts.' my Holy Sp. } Ky Wl \ oil 


Mew. 

Make Friendſhips with the Miniſters of State, | 11201104 
Nor ſeek the Ruines of a wretched Exile, j jv Hb oT 
Leſt there ſhould be Contagion | in Misforeanes, nt oliv encore) 
And make the Alliance fatal. 3 (og 3 bas 18 arent 18/7 yo 
Mag. Friends like Memnon | Duo gvil 03 39930929 blu. 
hos worth being ſought in Baer; ; ſince this 1 7208100 

Of moſt flagitious Note, de generates noc OL hu. 
From the fam'd Vertue of our Anceftors;- © e Nt u. SHE 
And leaves but few Examples of their Wellen 6.910#7 cont 


Whom ſhould we ſeek for Friendſhips but thoſe' = 75 lag v1 <0! 19Y 
Thoſe happy few, within whoſe'Breaſts alone, uid 2 ier 107) 
The Footſteps of loſt Virtue yet remain? et en / ne ye vel 
Mem. I prithee Peace! for nothing misbetemes b 104 
The man that would be . t a friend, like Hattery Ws : ny Sora II 
Flattery ! the meaneſt kind of jo difſembling]” rw B no. Ses Diff 
And only us d to catch the groſſeſt fools: ava einge 21104! oig of 
Beſides, it ſtains the honour of thy function. 
Which like the Gods thou ſerv lt, ſhould be lincere.” 1 e 31) Ah 


Mem, 


 ThedmbitionsStepanntier. | FO F 


Mag. By that ſincerity, by all the 1 q 
My friendſhip can expreſs, * 8 Nl a 105 * n f * 155 


And tho I went not 50 Perſe rſepo POS) ans; en ir} 9 U. thaw ated 
Companion of your Exile, et m 14 Aga, 10 25 815 7 150 
Was with you ſtill; and w t n, Toto por alictvi 
Beſeeching every God for) Your return; en deer 40 5 * 

Nor were thoſe Vows in vain, ſince once again * * . hy 1 1 Pr 
*Tis W me to behold my friend, na nay more, 9 * | ; a 6 11 AT 


uld you agree to keep you R e * 
8 The Gods, tis true, are juſt, a and ha have, fande ud 8 F.. 0 


At length decreed an end of my immisfortunes 2 

3 4 5444 urs 1 
At leaſt they give me this, to dye with honour, , , * arts 71 ee ih. 
When Life grows vile-or burthenſome. i: 1 


Mag. By me they offer all that you can FA 7 23 | 


And point an eaſie way to happineſs. 3 ad 1 15 0 
Spare then the wounds our wretched Country 1 . 
The thouſand ills which Civil Diſcord brings. 1 
Oh till that noiſe of War, whoſe dread Alarms „ oel «oa 
Frightens repoſe from Country Villages to. e 
And ſtirs rude tumult up and wy e, „ 
In all our peaceful Ge en A wy 
Mem. Witneſs for me, , . 1 
Ve awful Gods, who view our inmoſt ne r 
I took not arms, till urg d by ſelf defence, s i 
The eldeſt Law of Nature. Spe, e 


Impute not then thoſe ills which may inſue N 
To me, but thoſe who With enn po ? AL CT Ze 
Purſue my life ; whoſe malice ſpreads ne fa 5 r 
To every Fart, that my devo ee ae 0 wr 
May in the univerſal ruine burn. „ 
| 4 And yet ev'n there perhap you Judge to rt eue he whats 
Impetuous Paſſion hurries you ſo faſt, * mt ol os 
You cannot mark the advantage of your fortune, ' © © _ 2 © 19 
Men. Has not the Law been 100 to ſeta by Ind. 5 e . e oh 
Ot foul diſhonour on my holy f head? A e g id 31 1 þ 
Ha! am I not Proſcrib'd ? N : i ans lv] Pe rat mere _ ria 
Mag. Forget that thou 1 o ITE 28 
That jarring grates your 1 TY turns s the Harmony . 1 ct 
Of bleſſed Peace to curſt infernal Diſcord,” reer. WY 
Hate and its fatal Cauſes all ſhall ceaſe, Mg 
And Memnon's Name be honor d as 6 %. But X Luk 
The braveſt and the moſt ſucceſsful Warrior, 20 3 
The fortunate Defender of his Count. en e eee 4. 
Mem. "Tis true, (nor will it ſeem a het own) 1 
I have fought aan. and . e ee g 


71 oY Nh 384 T 


2 


11 


u i Tb Ahbibions's 


| | 1:11.39 r 
6 Ihe Benefit of Birth with Koneft $ vice, ek a e 
; | Full fifty Years harneſt in Tugged ih | 29:98 165 iet 4! -/ 


| 1 have — the biting Winters Et on dn ee 
1 And the ſeverer Heats of e 1 Flix: i Of 30 no 
3 While they who loll'd at home'on * If oy Au EER 


Armidſt a Crew of Harlats and foft Fünuchs, 979 888 


Were at my Coſt ſecure in Luxury: BY ai r 9 ton; ary £ 
This is a Juſtice Mir aas ſelf Nie: nt blotted o. an 1918 at 
Mag. Even he, tho fatal Aceidents have ſet 8 
A moſt unhappy Bar between Jour Friendſhip, LM, 
Lamenting that there had been Cauſe of wy, » #96651 2h 
it And owning all the Merit of your Vertues, 3 5 1 
A Will often with Fate had ordainl you Fflende Sir eg Std na“, 
4 Mem. Our God the Sim ſhall ſooner ad tis Cots SOS. - 
And all the Impoſſibilities, which Poets miog bx 
Count to extravagatice of looſe Sta a phe en ea e 
Shall ſooner be. £4107 4 | HL vv © 4 i LEH O11 1 
Mag. Yet hear me, noble Min Wer IO 0190 Ter DO. 
When by the Duty of m Priefthood OY FOI oe eddi! 
And in Juſt Deteſtation of the Miſchiefs © '* Gu 1 e bee e OD. -- 
Inteſtine Jars produce, I urg d wiſe Mirza, © . 
By his Concurrence, Help, and healing Counſsls, > 2 mat 
To ſtop thoſe Wounds at which his Country bleeds.; add, 
Griev'd at the Thought, he vow't;” his whole Endeavour | 8. 
Should be to cloſe thoſe Breaches: 190.2 971] 
That eyen Cleander's Death, and all thoſs'Q arrels 1 Oni gun 
That long have nouriſgt Hatte in your | Houſes,” 120d em © 01 
=: Should be in Joy of pablick Peace for NANO: 1 ny 
|| Mem. Oh couldſt thou charm the Na iceof A Stael 1. 91 
14 And make him x bis Parole of Re 1 enn mY 
Thy by preaching er reform th World,” 33 {1 du Dp. n 
ice would be no more als noifis3 euouaqml 
* Nay , ev n;t 0 10 => he's i 71: AI. 1 vor 


Will bind the Co 880 y. "Hop goed well od: on 78H maln. 
And asks the fair Ameſtris for P tab, n hue? 10 


Mem. Were ae = — Terms, it wer 1 5 4.0 11 3 ! 6H 
Fx rite 75 


14 18 0 8 : 


Mag. You woul the Alliance of A] | 
Mem. No; ou 1 | my, te, e181 18 8 Rt mit 111 iT 
That Artaxerxes is . — 525 7 91 Pt 1u2 01 9249? bf 10 


Great, juſt and merciful uch As; Main, M 5106/41 nun bak 


With every Grace and 1 0 le he, a Isst $35 75 1 


When, in the Infant World, fir % 997 Kar bis = 51 

Been N e 1d, have Kings, > 1! _—_ eb ed 
Fh 2 nd, Height of Ne of Ce, walk 

Teig tha Luſtre, which we hit Ez est oved 1. 
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| Nay, ſometimes weak Nene 9 ch 


TK Mats ; 


The Wiſz who know 'em, "know thi 


F 110 lin) bus 10119H 
Mens oi 5282 vor nit 
remis vino qicibas117 yi 

Of YEW & 211 a0 mioq blo 


Who kneel before age; nat tt 
Worſhip the doe ply | 8 da 
The Name of 4 2 
As that of Cyrus, wheti he 


tat 
(As ſure he ſhall) his Throne. 


Mem. Ha! What mes 211 240 £1 *r un ibo 
This Villain nt t. "EI v. 
And learn Diſſimulatid bale mablit luc? _ 
1 1 D 15 FOE /Ul 


The Lots of Princes as e RM AE e a: I * ' tal wy n * 
Have put à Bar between his Hopes and eu, c wal & 
Mag. What Bar? Ul £236 


Mem. The beſt, an Elder Broth Cam. aries wa Aer n 

Mag. That's eafily remay'd, the King their Pit e e 
On juſt and weighty Reaſons his decteed © © = al Tat + 
His :pter to the younger 3 add to —_ 5 Die owe 3 
The joint Concurrence of our Perſian Lords, Pi 
Who only want your Voice to make it firm. 

Mem. Can 1? Can they? Can any honeſt an G ee 
Join in an AR like this? Is not the Eder 11 St N 
By Nature pointed out for Preference ? © © © 7 ” 1 e 
Ig not his Right inroll'd amongſt thoſe Lass 
Which keep the World's yaſt Frame in beauteous Order n * 


Ask thoſe thou nameſt but no, what 7770 than Lords? > 
What Titles had they had, if Merit on 


Strove hard to thru | the worſt Yea 5 ; 4 x0. i + modal I 
And ſtampt the noble Mark 75 * e en 
Upon their baſer Mettals?̃ . e we: e 
Mag. Sure there may be DON ny 
Reaſons, of ſo much Power * coge een” e 
As may even ſet aſide this Right of Birth, n i 
If Sons have Rights, yet Fathers have em too. 7 
*Twere an invidious Task to enter into „ 
The Inſolence, and other Faults, which 1 mov'd n 
Royal Arſacec, to a juſt Diſpleaſure path hr = 


Againſt his Eldeſt Son Prince Artaxerxes. 


Mem. Ha! dare not for th 9 Life, I n Mis ca not... hos | 

To brand the ſpotleſs Virtue of ray Pijnc SH ny _ 
With falſhogds of moſt baſe fre amd co T = 2 
I tell thee, envious Prieſt, ſhould the juſt 1 1 n 


Requins-ſevers Account of thy — _ 
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1 Tes b. 
1 charge remembrance to diſpo mg 
In rank and hideous Order to thy G 1 
Horror and Guilt of Soul would make rhee n DON Len HK 
Mag. You take the matter. 15 Fo e mm p * 


Wasn 40 Ane AFP 


n Lg #4» n 
* . 1 14 1 ”, 4. 1 LY "> — * * 
7 14 $2 * 4 w = 5 : V#. . * 
vw 7 


Niet is 
| Ru 
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IS 4 
wt Te” 4 


M VI) 10 3 LETT r 14 
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And in return of this, your aſe ad ly. ei (fee 


Loads me with Injuries. . 1 

Mem. Away! 1 6 1911 baſs AG 45 Wr 1 1 
My honeſt Soul diſdains th eh ** Frienltt. Leith e aa 
How haſt thou dar'd to th 10 10 * OE 3 tu 155 e 
That I would condeſcend to thy mean 1 8 F 7 e 


And traffick with thee for a Princes Ruin; — fp of 
A Prince] the Joy and Honour of Mankind, 
As much ſuperiour to the reſt of Kings, V 
As they themſelves are 5 05 common Men, re ett 
And is the very Image of the Gods, 3 
Wer't thou not priviledg'd, like Age and Women, 1 
My Sword ſhould reach thee, and revenge the ny wes 
Thy Tongue has done his Fame. © 
Mag. Ungrateful Lord! A 
Would'ſt thou invade my Life, as a return „„ oth 
For proffer d Love? But or th? event der KG IMP 5 
How great a good by me fincetely offer d, and Na af ad 
Thy dull Romantick Honour has refus d. ee 8 
And ſince I have diſcharg d the Debt I Regs 7 „ os 
To former Friendſhip, it the Gods r 15 4 ic) e Rs 
Send Ruin down, and plague thee with Confuſi r 
Remember me in vain, and curſe thy Folly.” [Ex. Mag. 
Mem, No, my Remembrance treaſures Roneſt houghts, OS. 
And holds not things like thee ; I ſcorn thy DERRY, * Fe 
And would not owe my Life to ) ſuch 2 Villain, Ks ane eee 
But thou art hardly Saint enough to prophecy. ' 8 
Were all thy Tribe like thee, it might well Rae n 
Our Lay unlearned Faith, when thro' ſuch Hands 
The Knowledge of the Gods is reach'd to Man. apt ble pong 25 
But thus thoſe Gods inftruCt us, that not all 4 eace 3 5 


(Who like Intruders thruſt into their Service, ee ea = 
And turn the Holy Office to a Trade,) N 7 Pg 7 wy TE TR 
Farticipate their ſacred Influence. ©7000 
This then is your own Cauſe, ye awful epi, 6 
Revenge your ſclves, your violated Altars. gi 
That thoſe who with unhallow'd 1 58 We Fung 7 
May tremble at your Juſtice, ' N ee a ev | 
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SCENE. ll. he Palace. 


Abtei 3 1071 7 11 L THz 18 ON ir 290 11 Jen! . e 


r the Ween, Ar raban, ! Mirza, ON Reer 0 


12 nt Weg 76814 8 h 10 | KR. 

Artab. My Brother then is come. N 2 Tris | 
Mirz. My Lord, I ſaw him, 7 Oy Wet | 
With him old haughty dee, as weh . > 1 1.0 Bickt pot th . 
With fierce diſdain they view'd the gazi 4. IM um 1 of "" 


And with dumb Pride ſeem'd to l that LACY ＋ 8 36d) HA 

Which yet they wiſht to find; this way they wan Wix 

*Tis ſaid to ask an Audience of WETTED: 2f nas: cor dt bh 
Qu. Mirza, tis well, I thank thy timely Care; 

Here will we face this Storm of Infolence,  -. | 

Nor fear the noiſy Thunder, let it rom. yg polled 

Then burſt, and ſpend at once its idle Rage: TE EP 0 et 

Alrtab. Why meet we thus like 1 ene ier e 

To urge the Juſtice of our Cauſe with Word??? 

L hate this parle, tis tame; if we muſt meet, a 


Give me my Arms, and let us ſtake at once £11 ²˙¹ b 
Our Rights of Merit and of Eides. N nt bn 1 along | 
And prove like men our Title. -$20603tS1pP5; L107 100 Blnov: 


Mirz. Twere unſaſe, Nene I e 
They come ſurrounded by a Croud of Fond :. 7 7 ng e 
To ſtrike thro? theſe were dangerous and raſh, 5 . 
Fate waits for em elſewhere with certain Ruine ; 45819 | 


* 5 * 


From Mirza" - Hand expect it. 

Qu. Be it ſo: | 115111 8117 lite: 8 
Auſpicious Sage, I truſt thee with. my. . o 8 1 85 
My Hopes of Greatneſs, do thou guide em all, do 810 FO Gus 


For me and for thy ſelf. My Son give war. 
Nor let thy haſty Youth diſtarh with out rage „ 
The preſent neceſſary Face of Peace; 82 7 
Occaſions great and glorious will remain lis: 55 a 
Worthy thy Arms and Courage. i i961 e an Oh eee 


; Artab. , obey 3 ITT; VII | T3571 10 85 Six 5 005 

And willingly * th umu Task, e eg 0 

Words are indeed your Province. 1 | ads Hf oP 
Mirz. My Royal Miſtreſs, - Doo £ vilurtt Hig na 


Pripare to meet with more than brutal fury 
From the fierce Prince and Memnon. + | 
Qu. Well I know ? Ven ri fl 
The Inſolence and native Pride of > HI ANCE $a 
With ſcurril Taunts and blackeſt Infamy -. 8 
They load my Name: But let the Wretches tail, 
A Woman's Vengeance waits em. 
Ars. — are heie. | D 
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. Ambitious Sg 


To own and to protect that hoary Ruffian ; 


n . 


Enter Artaxerxes, ! Memnon, and Attendants. 5 
Artax. Ye tutelar Gods, who guard this Royal fibrick, 
Of the great Perſian race. Ere yet my Father, 


Royal Arſaces, mingle with your Godheads, : | 0 V 


Grant me once more to lay before his feet 


His eldeſt born, his once lov d Artaxerxes, Wilna gie m 
To offer my Obedience to his Age: (etl: täcblib cor 
All that a Son can owe to ſuch a under“ By ho D Ta HIT 117% 


You, who with haggard eyes ſtare All on a me, 


If (as by your attendance here you ſeemm᷑ĩ?ĩt. 


You ſerve the King my Father, lead me to him. 


94. And doſt thou wonder that mankind as . 


When Parricides and Rebels, in deſpi hglt 
Of Nature, Majeſty, and Reverend Ape. bisq̃ bus 
With Impious orce, and Ruffian violence, 9 vill 


Would Rob a King and Father of his life ; 3 10 931 


487 


Cut off his ſhort remains 157 
Artax. Ha ! ſayſt thou, Woman 3 
| prethee peace, and urge not a reply, | 
1 would not hold acquaintance with thy Infarny. 1.95 
Nu. Ye Righteous Powers, whoſe uſtice awes Fake: monks; j 
Let not your Thunders ſleep when © S like 3 
Stalk in the open ait. 
Artax. Thy Prieſt inſtuQs tlee, RI 
Elſe ſure thou hadſt not dar d to tempt the Gade, 
And trifle with their Juſtice: Canſt thou name it 


And look on me ? on me, whom thy Curſt arts 


Have ſtrove to bar from native Right to Empire, 
Made me a ſtranger to a Father's Love, 
And broke the bands of nature, which once held me 


The neareſt to his heart. 


24. Had he not reaſon, ole þ 
when thou with Rebel Inſolence didſt FROM 


And in deſpight ev'n of thy Fathers Juſtice, © 
To ſtir the factious Rabble up to amm ''/ 
For him; and make a murderer's cauſe thy own. 

Mem. I had another name (nor ſhouldſt thou move me, 
Inſulting Queen, to words, did not remembrance 1191 


Wich horror ſting my Soul for Tiribaſus, 


And thou, O Oroſmudes, the Protector I Kare e 


Lamia to Ac: N 


# Lo; 


Thy murderd Tiribaſus) when by my fatal ane, FT 0 ; 5 fe 


And by his own high MY” urg'd he fell, Lim 


0 


To make thy way to galt greatneſs eaſtttiede. 


To gnaw thy anxious Soul. Oh — 1000 5 


* 


8 eee, 


I thought him then a Traytor (for thy arts t iht Kloß 
Had taught the Royal Mandate ſo to call him) e ee 
Too big for publick Juſtice, and on that TURE: eee OSA 
Conſented to the Snare, that catcht his Life; L £2 E 
So my obedient honeſty was made l 8071 
The Pander to thy Luſt and black Ambition. - 
Except the Guilt of that accurſed Day, 
In all my Iron Years of Wars and Danger, 5 
From blooming Youth down to decaying Age, en 
My Fame ne're knew a Stain of foul D Dichoncur, 7 ASE 
And if that make me guilty, think what thou art, Vit £ 
The Cauſe and the Contriver of that Miſchief 

Qu. What nameſt thou Tiribaſus, be his Guilt 
Forgotten with his Memory. Think on Cleander. 


And let the Furies that enquire for Blood, 


Stir Horror up, and bittereſt Remorſe, 


Unworthy was thy Fate, thou firſt of Warriors, rote, SEL RENTS 
To fall beneath a baſe Aſſaſſin's Stab, E 26.2} e Y! 
Whom all the thirſty Inſtruments of Death, SR | 
Had in the Field of Battle ſought in vain. N 

Mem. In ſight of Heaven, and of the equal Gods, 
I will avow that my Revenge was juſt; A n 
My injur'd Honour could not ask for leſs: 92 
Since he refus'd to do a Souldiers . 

Ius d him as I ought. 

Que. Amazing Boldneſs | | 
And dare*ſt thou call that Act a Souldicrs Juſtice: tk 
Didſtthou not meet him with diſſembled N a 5/2091 
Hiding the Rancour of thy Heart in Smiles; 


When he (whoſe open unſuſpe&ing- Nature e be gen wal ( 


Thought thee a Souldier honeſt as himſelf) - Go ten dez , 

Came to the Banquet as ſecure of Peace, | 

By mutual Vows fenew'd; and in the Revel O30! 2 

Of that luxurious Day, forgetting t 0 UL 4s 
And every Cauſe of ancient Animofity, oo 
Devoted all his Thoughts to mirth and Siendſhip ; "ar Fea 5 
Then Memnon (at an Hour when few are Villains , SH SAGIT 02 
The ſprightly Juice infuling gentler Thoughts, U Hitz BUT YH 

And kindling Love ev'n in the coldeſt Breaſts) Kan MOTOR er 
Unequal to him in the Face of War, n ung Sbam boa 
Stole on Cælander with a Cowards Malice, 1 4 ts Wa IT, 
And ſtruck him to the Heart, eg: 3645 262220 ON, 210 

2 By the ſtern God, 09 20 Hot 061 


„ | By - 


By . The ee \of my. honour'd: . 


"Tis baſely falſe. In his own drunken braw lil! 


The Boaſter fell. I bore his laviſh We re 
Nor thought him worth my Sword, till (his cold oo 
l with the Wine) he dard me to the Combat, 


1 Then. pleas d to meet him in that Fit of _ 


3 him at his Word, and (with my Sword 
ODtawn againſt his in equal Dre, | 
N 1 gle him while it laſted. - 
tax. Ceaſe we, my Friend, 
is Womens War of failing, when they talk, 
Men ſhould be ſtill, and let Noiſe tire it ſelf. 
I came to find a Father, tho my Fears 
Suggeſt the worſt of Eyils to my Thoughts, 
And make me dread to hear Arſaces Fate. 
Lead, Memnon, to the Preſence. 
Q. Prince, you paſs not; 
Guards kee the Door ; the King your 1 e 
Artax. la if he lives, why lives he not to me? 
Why am I thus ſhut out and baniſnt from him? 
Why are my Veins rich with his Royal Blood 2 
Why did he give me Life, if not to ſerve him? 
Forbid me not to wait upon his Bed, - 
And watch his ſickly Slumbers, that my Youth. 
May with its Service glad his drooping Age, 
And his cold Hand may bleſs me ere be dye. 
Nay, be a Queen, and rob me of his Crown, 
But let me keep my Right to filial Piety. _ 
Nu. Well haſt thou urg d the ſpecious Name 
To hide deform'd Rebellion; Haſt thou not 
With thy falſe Arts poy ſon d his Peoples L. 
What meant thy pompous Progreſs. thy 
Thy vaſt Profufion to the Facious Nobles, 
Whoſe Intereſt ſways the Croud, and ſtirs up wlan, > 
Why did thy haughty, fierce, diflainful Soul 


Stoop to the meaneſt Arts which catch the Vulgar? - 4 h : 


Herd with em, fawn upon em, and careſs em * 
Appeal to them, to them relate thy Wrongs, 
And make them Judges of thy Father's Juli ice 2 
Thy cruel and unnatural Luſt of Power 
Ha ſunk thy Father more than all his Years, ; 
And made him wither in a green old Age, 


Artax. Falſe all as Hell: Nor had: 1 amd my k., 


But to defend that right —— _ | ar 
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Qu. Doſt thou not come, „ B00 f 2 "4. 
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| Impatient of Delay to haſten Fate ?- 
To bring that Death, the lingering Diſeaſe 


Would only for a Day or two defer. . 


hat dares to ſtain my Virtue with a Crime 
It views with moſt Abhorrence; but Reproach 


Is loſt on thee, ſince Modeſty with all 


The Vertues that adorn thy 5 


is fled. 
Qu. Audacious Rebel ä 


— Artex. Infamous Adultreſs!  - 


- 


Immortal 


Tax. | hear thee, and diſdain thy little Malice, Ee 


Stain of my Fathers Bed, and of his Throne 7 1 
Artab. Villain! thou lyſt! oh Madam give me way, a 
Io the Queen, who holds him, drawing his Sword. 

Whatever bars my Fury calls me baſe,  -— nity 

Unworthy of the Honour of your Son. N pine 
Qu. Hold Artaban ! My Honour ſuffers not 

From his lewd Breath, nor ſhall thy Sword prophane, 

With Brawls or Blood the Reverence of this Place, q 

To Peace and ſacred Majeſty devoten. N63 e 
Artax, Ha | Who art thou? [ Io Artabz. 
Artab. The Son of great Arſaces. en 

Artax. No! *tis falſe! thy 3 damn'd Contrivance. 

Seek for thy Father in that plotting Fellow 


The Hero's Race diſclaims thee. Why doſt thou frown; 
And knit thy boyiſh Brow? Doſt thou dare ought © 

| Worthy the Rank of the Divine Ar/acides 2 - 11 
If fo, come forth, break from that Womans Arms, 


And meet me with thy good Sword like a Man. 


Artab. Yes! Artaxerxes, yes! thou-ſhalt be met: 
The 1 Gods have held us in the Balance, 


And one of us is doom'd to fink for ever. 

Nor can I bear a long Delay of Fate, 

But wiſh the great Deciſion were ern now.' - - - 
Proud and Ambitious Prince, I dare like thee, + 
All that is * and glorious. Like thine, 


My Soul, which of ſuperiour Power impatient, 


Diſdains thy pr £ ; therefore in Arms 
3 give the nobleſt 
0 


hirſt of Empire fires my Soul. 


Right to Kings) Iwill — 


Death diſpute with thee the Throne of Gru. 


Artax. Do this, and thou art worthy of my Anger 


O Energy divine of great Ambition, 
That can inform the Souls of beardleſs Boys, 


And ripen em to Men in ſpight of Nature. 
I tell thee, Boy, that Empire is a Cauſe, em 


* 1 


7 


P_ 


22 T7 The enten Step-anther. 


For which the Gods might wage Immortal War. jul 
Then let my Soul exert her utmoſt Vertue, | . 
And think at leaſt thou art Arſaces Son, 
5 the Idea of thy fancy d Father | 

May raiſe and animate my leſſer Genius, 1211s e 
2 ake thee fit to meet my Arm in Battel. 


Se 2 it rivals even the Joy of Knowledge 
And ſacred Wiſdom. What makes Gods divine, 
* and Science infinite ? 

Hear only this; our Father, preſt by Age, 
And a long train of Evils which that brings, 
Languiſhes in the laſt Extremes of Life: 

Since thou wouldſt blot my Birth with baſe Diſhonour, | 
Be this my Proof of filial Piety, 

While yet he lives ceaſe we our Enmity ; 

Nor let the hideous Noiſe of War diſturb | 

His parting Soul. 

Artax. J take thee at thy Word: 9 
Let his Remains of Life be Peace betwixt us, 
And after that let all our time be War. 
Remember when me meet, ſince one muſt fall, 


Who — and Survives, Survives to kmpire. [Exeunt ſeverally, 
Queen and Artab. Artax. Mem. cum Sas A 


Manent Mirza and Magas. 
Mirz. Moſt fortunate Event! which gives us more 
Than even our Wiſhes could have askt. This Truce 
Gives lucky Opportunity for thinking; | 
*T will lull theſe Thoughtleſs Heroes to kr. | 
Mag. Th appproaching Feſtival will more confirm i it: 
Of all thoſe ſacred Times which heretofore 
Reli gion has diſtinguiſht from the reſt. 
And to the Service of the Gods devoted, 
This has been ftill moſt venerable held; 
Among the vulgar, Toil and Labour ceaſes > ö 
With Chaplets crown d, they dance to the ſhrill Pipe, Et 
And in their Songs invoke thoſe milder Deities, 
That ſoften anxious Life with Peace and Pleaſure: 3 
Slaves are enfranchis' d, and inveterate Foes 
Forget, or at the leaſt ſuſpend their Hate, 
And meet like Friends. Pernicious Diſcord ſeems 
Out rooted from our more than Iron Age: 
The Gods are worſhipt with unuſual Reverence, 


Since none, not ev'n our Kings, approach their Temples he! 


With * Mark of Wars —— Rage. 
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ab. Oh doubt not but T Soul ischarm'd with thgreatnek, 2 
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"Ambitions Stepemother.” 
But Sacrifice * e 
Mir. A lucky thought EE ny 


Is in my 


Like Grecian Pallas in the head of Jou 
When Memnor, Artaxerxes, and their 3 pus 
Shall, in obedience to the Holy, Rite s 3 


mind at once compleatly form d,. 8 5 4 5 


To morrow at the Altars bow unarm / 
 Orchanes with a party of the Guards, 
Who in my Palace ſhall this night be Bla, 


May at that private door which opens into N es. Fg 


The Temple, ruſh at once, and ſeize em all. 


The Head 


s once ſafe, the mean and heartiels Crowd ? Ns 


With Eaſe may be diſperſt. 


Mag. What you Er opeſe 
a 


Wears 1 


An Act of ſuch outrageous Prophanation,/ . | E | 
May ſhock the Thoughts ev n of our cloſeſt Pas 1 


ſucceſsful were it as innocent : 


And make *em ſtart from an abhorr'd Alliance, 
That draws the Vengeance of the Gods upon em. 


Mirz. 
Art thou 


Art thou the firſt to ſtart a Doubt like that? 


(who doſt inſpire their Oracles,  _ — 
And teach em to deceive the eaſie Crowd 


* 


In doubtful Fhraſe) afraid of thy own, Gods ? 

In every change they were on thy ſide ſtill, | 
And ſure they will not'leave'thee' now for Trifles. 
The Gods ſhall certainly befriend our Cauſe, 
At leaſt not be our Foes, nor will t leave 

Their happy Seats (where free from Care and Pain, | 
Bleſt in themſelves alone, of Man' > pms 

They loll ſerene in everlaſting Eaſe) 


| To mind the trivial Buſineſs f our World. 
Mag. But more I fear the ſuperſtious le, 


Who tho' unknowing what Religion mean | 
Yer nothing moves 'em more than zealous age 


For its Defence, when they believe it violated. 
Mirz. I was to blame to tax the Prieſt with Scruples, 


Or think his Care of Intereſt was his ee 1 de. 

My Caution ſhall obviate all thy Fears 

We will give out that they themſelves defign d 

To fire the Temple, and then kill the King, 

No matter tho it ſeem not very probable, __ 

More monſtrous Tales have oft amus d the Vulgar. _-—  - 
Mag. 1 yield to your Direction, and toiſttengthen 


* Enter 


AP 0 


* 


92 will ſecretly diſpoſe 
my own I the Temple, 
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Ihe happy Fraud that caught him. Like 2 Lyon, Fame ga 
Who long has reign'd the Terror of the Woods,” © ont is 
And dar d the boldeſt Huntſmen to the Combat; ; tt 


To j oyn AH Fon | F n Jt 

Ir. It joys my Heart to think WV 
That I ſhall glut my Veng eance on this Memmon + 1 a 
. That I ſhall ſee him ſtrive in Vain, and curfſfe 8 Ys 11 : 


Till catcht at length within ſome 


S 
With foaming Jaws he bites the Toils that hold him, 


And roars and rowls his fiery Eyes in van? 
While the ſurrounding.Swains at pialure wound hit, 


And make his Death their Sport. Sy 4 er Hs [ 
Thus Wit till gets the Maſtery ore Courage: 12455 FM nn 184 f % 


Long time unmatcht in War the Hero ſhone, | 
And mighty Fame in Fields of Battle wongzʒj 
Till one fine Project of the Stateſtnan's Brain 
Bereaves him of the Spoils his Arms did gain, 
And renders all his boaſted 0 yain. 6 1 


ACT II. 80 EN E 4. A Garter, 
7 | belonging. to Mirza 8 Palace. d 
Cleone | is diſcover d lying on a Bank of Flowers, Belize z attending, 
s ON G. % Bl. Stote, 2 | pts 0 08 
PON d ſhady Bank repo#'d, K 255 | | or fobyenT 
Philanthe, amor oz, Jags and far, CTU) een Of 
Sig hing to the Groves, diſtlog'd _ „„ 3161 p19, 
The Story of her Care. wy e 


The Vocal Groves give Some Relief, eh: ee el 
While they her Notes return, © 4 0 % 07 28% i 

. The Waters murmur ore her cut S79304 10 91) iH It 
And Eccho ſeems to mourn. 9361730 HEN: 1617122] 


A Swain that heard the Nymph conplan, 
In pity of tbe Fair, _— | 1-265 by 
Thus kindly ſtrove 10 cure her Pain, ved 29124. anodic not : 
And Eaſe TI's” ne Wo Bond 1-oy 0 EI Nl 
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"Ti ju that Lis i dl tou Bo Matt 16 ligt of Se 
From Love your Torments cas 
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e rronty War dT 
Ie that warm:Cordighto yoll oi Brea 1. Fey res vm. Ink 
"8 And meet a kinder ___ | x oben: ww "MO 
* i DI 
58 1 t 907 . Lay bi: lt 0 
How toretched Mi he Wonka e. 185 Wee, bs 5100 
Beware, fair Hep, bend 
Whoſe Folly fert an anthers eich bed, belt 
And capis NG . ee hott dig bed _ of A 
itt 366 3 e » Wh 41 CHLOE LES. 9 


Cleo. Oh Love Then Base an ankap 5 "Maid: off nigit 

Still art thou buſie at my panting Heart? 1 = Jort br 154 

Still doſt thou melt my Son wick thy ſoſt Images,, 
And make my Ruine pleafing ? Fondly * Den gunrslg 8 1 1. 
By Gales of Sighs and Floods of — ears, 1 wi: 6:20 1108s 
To vent my Sorrows, and aſſwage my Paſions³2 

Still freſh Supplies renew th' — A ed Stores 45015 Ver 5 vb b 
Love reigns my Tyrant, to himſelf alone o17t cn i 3dguod? 1 
He vindicates the Empire of my Breaſt. ll bo Vs 
And baniſhes all Thoughts of — 7 2) 1 358453 308 wand e 

Bel. Why are yon ffill tus ervelto-your feld bed cam ot 

| Why do you feel andbihanhlhy the ee i 
That preys on your dear Life? How can you hoy Ne et f 
To find a Cure for Love in ſdlitude? nig gut 1woy le 00 0 oo 


Why rather chuſe you not to fhine at Court? ft oni d {6b ; et * > 
And in a thouſand gay Diverſions there vt; H Ft 
Io loſe the Memory of this wretched: Paton: d225172100717 Bit rate ar 7 a _ 
Cleo. Alas! Belia, thou haſt neyer knomn dane 16 mod 
The fatal Power of a reſiltleſs Love? A e ft: Nai *yY 
Like that avengi ag that: haunts the Im pious, 4100 ar 2 
In vain we hope by flying to avoid Iii: *. T 


In Courts and Temples it purſues us ſtillll. It 1 041 
And in the loudeſt Clamours 18 wil be heard! 7 deckte oy 27's lade 
It grows a Part of wives iron OY 6d l Tr — f Fe. 100 0 
And every beating Pulſe proclaims its Force. At 55 et usb bid yM 
Oh! think not then that can ſhun my RIF. ti V Vo 39161 bl 10 MY 
The Grave can only hide me from my Sorrows!» Her d bak, 
Bel. Allow me then at leaſt to ſhare your Grieſs l run nod 
Go anions in Misfortunes make em leſs , bib 1 sb M 
could ſuffer much to make you Saß % ee Ld = 
| E Sit by me, gentle Maid; aud while EtellT?́T᷑ on 
A wretched Tale of unreguarded Lore, n © ont nl 
'F1 Tf thou in kind Compaſſion of oy Woes, ! 06m £ 1950 bed f bluoW 
Lis Shalt _ or ſned 4 Tear tor ah; es Lad 1yonod . 1 
9 . 
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Wich all the thouſand graces and perfectio 


Ee time had given it ſtrength, it might have Y 7 


My greateful eyes ſhall pay it back with Nt erp 
Help-me to rail at my too eafic heart,” R 
That raſhly entertain d this fatal Finn 1. . 
And you, my eyes! why were you ſtill Bie 
Of any other ſight but rec. s 

Why did you make my Womans heart NOR... 


That dreſs the lovely Hero up for Cor ON 3 8 e 1 
Bel. Had you oppos d this paſſion in its infancy Ct 01 Nb N 


Cleo. That was the fatal Error that undid me : | 

My Virgin thoughts; and unexperienc d * | e 
Found not the danger till it was too late. i 2003/36 1416} 
And tho when firſt } ſaw the tharming Prince, | 1 Rob 11 
I felt a pleaſing motion at my beart. 

Short breathing ſighs heav'd in my panting breaſt, 

The mounting blood fluſht in my glowing face 
And dy'd my cheeks with more than uſual HY 148 

I thought him ſure the wonder of hiskind, | 1 
And wiſht my fate had given me ſuch a Brother: 

Yet knew not that I lovd, but thought that all 


Like me, beheld and bleſt him for his Excellence. 


Bel. Sure never hopeleſs Maid was curſt pe: e d ol 4 
With ſuch a gende paſſion; all the Gods 10 1 L 
Join to oppoſe your happineſs ; tis ſaick 61 203 t CE 
This day the Prince ſha wet the fair chris. Nutte red: v7. 
Cleo. No, my Beliaa 1 have never known! n 
The leafing thoughts of hope: Certain diſpair A Si Sol of 
Was born at once, and with my love encreasd Wl! e 0 

Bel. Think you the Prince has & re perceiꝰ d your thoughts 2 105 

Cleo. Forbid it all ye chaſter that favour 360 


The modeſty and Innocence of Maids:: 1 8 i oft 40 5 1 e nigv o 


2 
— 
LY 


No, till my death no other bteaſt but ines 00 11] 
Shall ere rarticipate the fatal ſecret. | - h1rof Lt. 51 40 ediyal bak 
O could I think that he had ever known i en 10 nd £2mo0m 1 
My hidden flame, ſhame and confuſion U ai r bp 
Would force my Virgin ſoul to leave ber manſion, ins 448 
And certain Death enſue. 5:17 vine USE —_ 1 vt 
Thou name'ſt the fair ameſtris dun hen not? - 21 Ih 
Bel. Madam, I did. ole d 2: 9: eee 
Cleo. I envy not her happineſß; urn 7 BY 1 1 
Tho ſure few of our Sex are blen like her - 98 £1 d 412; a3 
In ſuch a Godlike Loxd. _ e 4 ny T EH 7: £ 
Would 1 had been a man! 100-boi# wtf noch 11 
un honour then | might have. fooght his frieddſhipe: - to 097} ned 


s - 
* a, * 


The enbiths Stub, Hh 
Perhaps from long experience of my faith, WWE 16 EONS © - 
He might have low d me better than the reſt! 0 43818 ids it off? 
Amidſt the dangers of the horrid Wg I + S 17 1 1 
Still had I been the neareſt to his dee ns 5 * red) 4 int lle b / 
In Courts and Triumphs ftill Rad Thar'd, hi . Fi vol due ab | 
Or when the ſportful Chace had call d: ts f thy 1.) Locator Slower 
Together had we cheerdꝰ our fohming 3 Wels 4 aon e e 
Together preſt the Savage o re the pl 5 . lobboe) San oi] 
And when orc labourd with the. cating ant: Steu- Hd bao?! 
Stretcht on the verdant ſoil had pt together. anne do hor) e 
But whither does my roving Sa aud JA var 20 37 3800 07 
"Theſe are the fick dreams of fantaſtick Love. m on 4 ny 
So in a Calenture, the Sea man fancies hoy . 0 * 
Green Fields and Flowry Meadows on the Ocean, 5 fil a w'T 
Till leaping in, the wretch is loſt for ever 11 1 „ 
Bel. Try but the common Remedies of Lore. 
And let a ſecond flame expel the firſt.. 505 nulq ect} ve 364 T 


Cleo. Impoſſible; as well thou mayſt imagine, 01 def 

When thou complainſt of heat at ſcorching go ones df tfigics 7 
Another Sun ſhall riſe to ſhine more comet 21] ax 1 od Tacks. 
Believe me, my Beliaa, I am Bf 10 beſt ion ers ojoy” 


So fond of the delufion that has U me, ie et av 17 7 
1 hate the officious hand that offers cure. 


Bel. Madam, Prince Artaba n. ice, Hin vigtol gt 

Cled. My cruel Stam! H nf, med e r 
Do you then envy me my vecy Wilm, „Habbo Wiss 7:55 
But death, the wretches only remedy, .. 
Shall hide me from your hated IN for. erer. 91s 2e 

. "IC 1 1 ace a y 

tt Vs | Enter Artaban,- "id woe: poor 1 

OF. £021 1 


2 Ah! Kos Mourner, full! an vl thou blaſt 
My eager Love with unauſpicious Tears? 
When at thy Feet I kneel, and ſue for pity, 

Or juſtly of thy cold regards complain. 
Still wilt thou (ny me with ſighs?  —_ 

Cleo. Alas ! my Lord, what anſivex can lee Sitte 
If ſtill J entertain * with my grief, 1 

Pity the temper of a wretched Maid. — 
By nature ſad, and born the child of oo. + Jour) om @: 
In vain you ask for happineſs. from me, er. 


Who want it for my felf. oh hi {00 VOY LOR". 
Art. Can — Youth, _ n 114 v07 che 6T 
And Virgin Innocence, that knows not guilt, 104, 0904 BEI 


Know any cauſe for grief? mi eee 


E 2 Cleo. 


a 
” 
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Where Wretches are the general Sund 2 0 
And tell me if there be not Cauſe for rief. Tiga 2113 cod f | be | 4 Wha 
Art. Such Thoughts as theſe, my fair e, GN nl 
Inhabit wrinkled Cheeks, and hollow . hn wt) 
The Marks which Years ſet on the wither + 5 om ben rl 0 T 
The gentle Goddeſs Nature wiſely has os fot 10 18 0 
Allotted other Cares for Louth and — in L wed pf nen bak 
The God of Love ſtands ready with bs Torch! 1116.11 24 wo 36412118 
To light it at thy Eyes, but ſtüll in vai, ivo eme 6 fri K 
For ere the Flame can catch tis drown'd in Teats. mo 
C!eo. Oh! name not Love, the eaſt of no l Mixforunes, | 


The common Ruin of my:;ealte' Sex, volt | 
Which I have ſworn for ever cara, | | 24 Vater 96 
In Memory of all thoſe hapleſs Mai Momo) of 
That Love has plung'd in unexampled'V artnet boot 101 bh 


Artab. Forbear to argue, 'with that — T5 „ 2 Jh 9 
Againſt the Paſſion thou wert form d ann! T9 eff nage 
Alas thy frozen Heart has only kno)]ꝗn + | 571700 


Love in Reverſe, not taſted of its Joys; 27 IT pai & 


The Wiſhes, ſofr Defires, 
That centre all in moſt extati 


wr ar 1 he Pains, 


Oh, lovely Maid, miſpend no more that Than, 


Of Youth and Charms, which laviſh Nature Shoes 3 

The Paphian Goddeſs frowns at thy Delay „ 

By her fair ſelf and by her Son ſhe ſwears, Tr <7 Ar 31 
Thy Beauties are devoted to her Service. o roll em it ide 
Not now ſhe ſhoots her fires into my Breaſt | 

She urges my Deſi ires, and bids me ſeize thee, 5 Craig her Hand, 
And bear thee as a Victim to her —_— . - "Ws it, 
Then offer up ten thouſand, thouſand Joys, 8 A 


— _ 0 : 4 


As an amends for all thy former Coldneſs. 


Ls. p 


Cleo. Forbear, my Lord; or I muſt ſivear to ofly.,. Ht i 14 


* vis 


For ever from your Jight. © ole fir boos rr 10 „Ia 1) / 
Artab. Why doſt 9 frown} 3 1 eee e Sibee 
And damp the riſing Joy within my Breaſt * . 9 3 n ! 1 1 
Art thou reſolv'd to force thy gentle Natufe s,, 
Compaſſionate to all the World behde, + | -,... 15 15 Ws acts et 
And only to me cruel ? Shall my Vows, TS Kd. abs 
Thy Fathers Interceſſion all be vain ? nou e as voy aire al 
Cico. Why do you urge my Fathers fatal Wi pigs e ee voy n Ty 
To curſe you with a fad unlucky Bride? Auer winch ne) wk 
Caſt round your Eyes on our gay Eaſtern Courts, nin! . 
Where ſmiling Beauties born to better Fates, 1 4 I 5 vas Gi * 


Ive 


4 * 
- 2 # * 9 1 - * + 
7 Be * : „ _ v. 5 { , & — 2 


The" Ambjvioa. St others" 2 
Give jo joy to the Beholders. been + 21 cxt-anttficbs be 
There bleſs ſome happy Prins wickyour Noms, | luct ym albedo 58 


And leave the poor ome to her 80 ry vey 
.Artab. What Queens are thoſe, 


Whoſe Charms camdrixe thy Image from. Heart? e aural, 
Oh were they caſt in Natures faireſt Mold, eabvlox 20 cd Uno 574 


Brighter than Gut hias ſhining train of ee Stag Uk . t tone 
Kind as the ſofteſt ſhe that ever claſp t þ 171 


ns A 115 wa 8 ** 811 
Her Lover, when the Bridal Night was paſt ;; 505 Ilbudlil 2d 28 hoo 


1 ſwear I would prefer then O Cheones Dοοαn to i 1d 5 Lend 
With all thy Scorn and cold Indi ane watRcoanair bloo oi Sen 


| Would chooſe to languiſh and to dye for the 
Much rather than be bleſt, and live for tl 4 mo 


: 4 p 
# > £ Ta o . 91 
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Cleo. Oh Prince, it is too much; not am worthy . 10 1/8d-vodT 
The Honour of your Paſſion, fince, tis fix 


dias 18810 \ 271 dau 164113 101 199 1 
By certain and unaltstable Fate, dom 915 nt l 1 Ds 
That I can never yield yon a Return t yo nodes Son vn Odo 10% 
My Thoughts are all to chaſte Diaua vo. 9 0367 nic rene od 2 Pune 


And I have ſworn to die her Virgin Votary. ile oc vhs r5sl 
Artab. Impoſhible! thou canſt not give away 


8 oat np 75 


ial For, * 181180 0 1 


ö be lug 12 01 
Mine and thy Fathers Right, even to the Genn; hs: 1. mri 
Diana will diſovn the unjuſt Denen . ra 0 A bin 4 10 fl te f 
Nor favour ſuch an mer, oe es nod Habe Hen daut/ 
To every Power divine I will appeal, a ere IN ity Mind 
Nor ſhall-thy Beauty. bribe em to be rtial, a dom atone | 
Their Altars now expect us; Come, f n 2 
| And if thou wilt abide their righteous Doom, | 
a Their Juſtice muſt decree pac. Ale Meni! „een ang 4. 
Reward my Sufferings, and my Fats approve; . At ei lier 
a For they themſelves have felt the Pow'r.of Love. bee 4; [Exe nl. 
SCENE, Na F 
, Enter Artaxerxes, Ameſtris, and Attendants. _ R e 
5 / Art. *Tis done! *Tis done ! ohler me find ſome war Wai Jungs 1+ - 
2 To tell the mighty Joy that fills my Breaſſ . 


Leſt 1 grow mad with height af Aries Ri, 755 F 0 IH 
The holy Prieſt has ty'd the-facted Eno, vrt 510. Hou 


wv 1 5 2 en tor bnA 
And my Ameſtris now is all my own. | i nei Sw 
Oh thou ſoft Charmer ! thou excelling Smeetnek ! no bleade 
1 Why art thou not tranſported all like mme 
T ] ſwear thou doſt not love thy Artaxerxes,":...; |: iſh Y 2 7603 39930 
If thou art calm in this Exceſs of; Hap — Hen T i ear 
»Y Ameſt. Alas! my Lord! myiglatting Heart yertrembles bat 94 10A 
> - vaſt ot Ss berweeniynmily Joys: 2: 1909 An oY Ri J tot * | 
| f 


And chilling fears . ſomerhat methinks there is 0 
That checks my ſoul, 5 100 gd Smut 511d 781 
To quit the pleaſutęs of my Raj; 07 033 2009 S bol Lid 
To barter *em for nd u ug 0c 5 290 $0 Jerk 
Artax. Theſe are edo | ee 12 oN 
And only ſerves for preludes to ber“ oe; eo nf go vg N AO 
Short ſighs, and all thoſe motions of thy beg, ein) ng! * 11 
Are Nature's call, and kindle warm dener; 03 55 it nel S113 et DH 
Soon as the friendly Goddeſs lf the tient, iG 933 dae 7 70. #91 
Shall draw her roll of darkneſs o re f buſhes, org Blu T 1ggwt 
Theſe little cold unneceſſary dendts loo bus move you thy tft 
Shall fly the circle of my#6lding* arms: bits. giugno Slo bio? 
And when I preſs thee trembling to- my bs en 5d. Ee 1011. 17 fi: 
Thou ſhalt confeſs (if there be ro6m for words,” et 30 er BUY n wp | 
Or ev'n for thoughts) that all'thoſe thoughts: de bn ho NY 
Ame ſt. Let ſurely mine are more than men feats, 187290 val 
For oh! my Prince, when m — 2 15 den a 110 2-368 D 
Surveys the uncertain ſtate o e Beo 02 1. 25 gust J 
How ſecretly the malice of our fate ein Rin bat 
Unſeen purſues, and often blaſts our happineſs XA BY 
In full ſecurity ; [ juſtly dread,” inen 09D eta; I \ 1 5 Dafth 5 511 
Leſt death or parting, or ſome unſeen ackident, 17 rei Hine e! 
Much worſe, if poſſi ible, then each of theſs, is ut 12 20 
Should curſe us more than ever we were bleſt. ib d V5 6D 
Artax. Doubt not the Gods my Fair! whoſe reno poeer i 
Shall favour and protect our vertuous' Loves. 
If {till thou apprehendſt approaching danger, | M bn 
Let us make haſte, and ſnatch ttf u rtan y, . Stun Sen Volts 
While fate is in our poweertr. nn bi 
No ler us ſtart, and bene 5/6 ec WI 54 
Feaſt ev'ry ſence with moſt luxurious pleaſure, ce 
Improve our minutes, make em more than years 
Than ages, and ev'n live the life of Gods: | 
If after this, death or ill fortune. comes 
It cannot injure us, fince-we already-! /- | ob 2iT* obi nit 
Have = and been before hand With our fate; | L wii Bf I: oT 
7 Oh let me eaſe at dee lan, buen wore 1 fied 
And tell my deareſt Lord my workt-of feats Air wien 
ur an 1 which mere than — 5 i VI dend 
hould you, by time long fruition ſatell, 
Grow, faithleſs, and forget the loſt. Ame — * cqlumn . 11% K 
Forget that everlaſting truth you vow d, —⁹ 105 0 Dor akon} I 
Tho ſure I ſhould not df mac Les „ oi emit 1. tt V1 


Nor to the ads ral ne... 
Yer my ſoft ſoul would [i — the — 


„ 


— — 
j 121 * 


Ev'n thought is lo 


Tong iets me fk ber fta 


e Aniſttious "—_— 


1 ſhould grow mad, and curſe my very bein 
vi eh loyd 


And wiſh I ne'er had been, or.notitbeen 

Artax. Doſt thou when eyery ha pers Si ſos for. u 
And with propitious Influence Sls 3 N 
Doſt thou invent Ho forms of 2 e 
And fright 1 Foul with 1 ler that are e, | 
Now 5 the 


© a, £4 7 


My = complaining 5 Thale thou not IL me 


Beyond the limits of de dle Crate — log bY . | 
Love ſhall ſurvive, immortal às our beings, he if 5 


And when at once we climb yon azure Skies, 


We will be ſhown to all the bleſt above,. 
For the moſt conſtant pair that ere dees 


To = e with their > 2 


"= true! tis true! ne lr! ; 
Nor ovpht I to ſuſpect thee, 0 a Hero! 


| The Gods have form d thee for the neareſt TY 


Of their own excellence and perfect truth. 


Oh let me fink upon thy gentle boſome, 


And boning wh how w great Iam bleſt. - 
Forgive me Modeſty, if here I vow. 155 Th 
Thar all the pleaſures of my Virgin fine" 1 7 0 
Were poor and trifling to the preſent arts. 
A gentle warmth invades my glowing breaſt, 
And while I fond! YE gaze upon thy "i | 
in exquiſite delight. i 

Artax. Oh thou dettcious etfect Ange Woman ! 
Thou art too much for mortal fence to | 
The Vernal bloom and fra grancy of Sp 5 N e 
Wafted by gentle winds, = 3+ 80. YEE — el 17 : 1 
From chee, as ü the © We En, hes WY 


Ambroſial odours flow, my inks e pac 
Is charm'd by thee, and 95 80 met pet, : 
* 


Oh glorious God of day | 

And to thy * rule 1 rea 4% 

Nor haſte to riſe ſe again, but! je nicht 
t 


thy return 
At morn may fwd me kapgien of my * 


Na 
ie 1 


1 N 


1 7 
H 
1141 7 


(| Fe oa 2 3 II EVE > DAB DEM Wong DION: | 
| | £ | Enter 1 0 Tod | al 7 gf. 4 Alls, 98.4 
i | Spy noone? LOOT od EIS 
} My Father! is. there an Increaſe of Joy? u 209Tigqon H bob 
| Wer can ye give, r to make it. more: 
| Mem. Ye Bleſſings ge: 98 when I view, agiit bas 
„ The Memory of fein . foes: on. do be bog 501 a vd wor! 
| 6 Oh Prince! Well has this gloriou us Day repay'd.,. ens Sv I 
l My Youth and Blood ſpent in Az/aces: Service. guuinit lr fol AN 
| - Nor had the Gods indulg d my vaineſt Wiſhes, | 163 vel 
EE - Durſt I have askt for ſuch,a Son as you are. Fee 
| But J am roughly bred, in Words unknowing, 1 885 Wot 1871 
1 Nor can I phraſe m Speech i in a apt Expreſſion, mil o bone 
To tell how much I love. and honour bpwÜDt ... 
1 Might I but live to fight one Battel for you. 
ö The with my Life I bought the Victory, Sl; 
1 Tho my old batter d Trunk were hew'd to eces, 1 5 
l And ſcatter'd o're the Field, yet ſhould I bl 3 ; als Aru 5 
My Fate, and think my Years wound up with Hong, I 
| Art, Doubt not, my noble Father but even E 1 5 Ao 
A large remain of Glor SHERI 7. 7 een ei 5554 25073 21 
When civil Diſcord ſhall be teconcild, | 


And all the Noiſe of Faction huſht to Pe 1 55 5 y : 5 10 
Rougli Greece, alike in Arts and Arms ſevere, io trch 
No more ſhall brand the Perſian rei with (Y „ Sen e917 ith, 4 


Athens and Sparta wondring hall? beh 0 1d. BS. - ure i 95 | Is ft 1 
Strict in our Diſcipline, und unted; patient Unt ins 1004 9% 
Of Wars ſtern toil, and dread our Poftil 6 Pe Wan 


\ Thoſe ſtubborn Commonwealths,, that peoudly dare 
Diſdain the glorions Monarchs of the Ea a. | 
Shall pay their Homage! tothe Throne of, rus. | wth 
And when with Lawrels er d We re turn, 557 Is Aa 
My Love ſhall meet, and ſrnilin Þlcls ür my d lens / 2d 
While at her Feeert I la lay the, 2 1 Sof the Wo 188 0 en | 

Mem. Oh glorious Theme 5 1 it f my 1 eds mort 
And kindles Youth again in 1 
t. Ha! Miræa and ie de 


Oui. 


. 
- 


wet 35 fi 70 


7 


* C4", % 4 181K 4 111. 3. 


(ee my fair, Tt 7 5 we 21 


Ungentle Hate and Het 5 hall dot edo 0 
Dilturb the Peace, ro Which ws dPPy. . 1 2d 2ratlic et 01 _ | 
Is doubly facred. Gre 0; thy > Altar, . i NI . hi 
N | (130072 * wilt 2: Ih 8 85 enmon, F A. F 
ä boa” vii! 19 Leid 19 2 \ ry * 2 
Enter 
1 | | * 


The, Ambitions Step mother. 11 
Enter at ite other Door, Queen, Mirza, and / {Ph '2Y 
Mirz. All are diſpos'd, and Fate but waits. our Orders' 1 4h 
For a deciding Blow. _. -_ re ie 4; 14 
den Cantion was n want 
Both wiſe and faithful, not PANEL? W 10% u nof79! 
Too raſhly with a Secret of this Nature. 
The Youth, tho? great of Soul, and fond of Glory, 
Yet leans to the fantaſtick Rules of Honour, wok | 
Would hefitate at ſuch an Ac as this ; 
Tho? future Empire ſhould depend upon it. | 
 Mirz. When time ſhall add Experience to that Knonledge, 
With which his early Youth is richly fraught, - e 
He'll be convinc d that only Fools would oe” Cre $ . 
A Crown for notionary Principle. * n e 
Honour is the unthinking Sonldier's Boaſt. WY 
Whoſe dull Head cannot reach thoſe finer _ | 
By which Mankind is govern'd. cc. ud Ne 
Qu. And yet it gives a Luſtre to the Great; nnn 
And makes the Croud adore m. af MI ws Ou 
Mis. Your Son ſhall reap VIEW BIR YO v2 1 wn ons! 
The whole Advantage, while we bear the Guile: z 
Lou, Madam, when the ſacred Hymns are finiſhr, © © * 
Muſt with the Pri nce retire ; our Foes when fell 


* 


Within the Temple may be beſt ſecur d, een e nl 91 
Till you diſpoſe their Fate. Me a cen eee e A 
Q. The Rites attend ns, 97 0 Men Is beard. _— 


This Day my Son is Monarch of the Eaſt. 
Mirz. Lend us, ye Gods, your Temples but this Day, 
You ſhall be paid with Ages of Devotion, fa by 
And after this for ever undiſturbd. „„ 1 2 
Brood o're your ſmoaking Altars ages eee 
* "gt 22 Mina, and Antendats 
8 GE N E Il: 


The Scene opening ſhews the Alter of the Sun, Maj 825 hd n other 
Prieſts attending. Solemn Muſick is heard; then Enter an one fide 
Memnon, Artaxerxes, Ameſtris, and Attendants, on the other fide the 
Qucen, Mirza, Artaban, Cleone, Cleanthes, and "Attendants ; , they 
all bow towards the Altar, and then range themſelves on each 2 de of 
the Stage, while the Joon —_ is perform d in Tarte, ne Chorus 
by the Prieſts. | 


HYMN to the Sun, by W. Stippen, Ele. 
Ail Light that doubly glads our e | 
Glory and Triumph 1 you Ta. % Ne 
- Hail Feſtwal for euer Met w 10 td | 
- By the nn raviſht Eaſt ! Ss. Hai 


* 


— _ — ” — was. ad ET NT I Io nn In 


3» + Ambitious ere abe. 


Hail Mithras, * Deity J. 

For Fire and Air, and Earth and Sea, | e 
From thee their Origin derroe, 08+ HT. I - 
Motion and Form from thee receive. 6; ' 


When Matter yet unacted lay, 

No ſooner thou infus'd t 

But tbe dull Maſs its Power obey d, 
But an harmonious World was made, 2 


Which ſtill, when thou withdrawt thy Beoms, 
And undiſtinguiſht Chaos ſeems; 

For what are Objefts without ſi 2b. A 

Or Vifion when involud in N. Wt 9 


Night is an univerſal Grave, PE. 4 
Where things but doubt Beines have, 2 
Till them thy Beams illumi nate 
And as it were again create, 


Chorus, Ec. 
x ; Hail ſource of. immaterial Eire, 
4 | That ne re begun, can ne re expire, Ladies 8% 
| M poſe Orb, with ſtreaming Glories LY RN 
| Dazles ze ken of human Thought ! 


| | | 
| „ All the dependant Spheres above, 
| By thy Direction ſhine and move. 
1 E LI Parer Beings here below, 
! From thy immediate Eſence flow. 


—_. What is the Soul of Man but Light, 

3 Drawn down from +4 wake Br "beight + # 
_ a What hut an Imelleilual Beam? 

' : 4 Spark of thy immortal Flame ? 


For as thou ruleſt with gladſome Rays 8 
Ihe greater World, ſo this the leſs, ' 
And like thy own diffuſe ve Souls 
Shoots Life and Vigour thro the whole, 


Cince then . thee at firſt it came, 
OY To thee, tho clogg'd, it points its flame, 
_ And conſeious of ſuperiour Birth, 
5 Deſpiſes this unkindred Earth, W | 
738 xt * Cho- 


— _ — n 
— I — ro Ie en IC > — 


* 
- — — 
% 


5 Dee 


— 


Tze Ambitious Step-mather." 35” 


Hail Oroſmades, Petor Divine? 
Permits us to approach thy Shrine, 

Permit thy Votartes 17 1 
Their grateful Voices to thy Praiſe. 


. Thou art the Father of our Kings, 
The ftem whence their high leaneage ſprings, 
' The Sov'reign Lord that does maintain 
Meir uncoatroul'd and boundleſs Reign. 


O then affiſt thy drooping Son, | 
| Who long has grac'd our Perhan Throne 

O may be yet extend his ſway / 

We yer Arſaces Rule obey ! 


Let thy viality impart We 
New Spirits to bis fainting Heart; 

Let him like thee (from whom be ſprung ) 
Be ever Active, ever Dung. 
Choras, Ec. | | 


When the Muſick is ended Memnon, Artaxerxes, Oc. Queen, Arta- 
ban, &c. go off as they enter d, ſeverally : only Mirza comes forward, 
and the Scene. ſhuts; he looks after Ameſtris going aut, and tben ſpeeks. 


[ 
— 


| 


Mirz. What means this foreign warmth within my Breaſt? 
Is this a time for any thought but Vengeance? ; 
That fatal Beauty dazles my weak Senſe, ITY | 
And blaſts the Reſolution of my Soul: 
My Eyes in contradiQtion to my Purpoſe, 7 
Still bent to her, and drunk the Poyſon in; 
While I ſtood ſtupid in Suſpence of Thought. 
And now like Oyl my flaming Spirits blaze i 
My Arteries, my Heart, my Brain is ſcorch t, 
And I am all one Fury. Feeble Miraa  . 
Can'ſt thou give way to dotage, and become 
The jeſt of Fools? No! tis Impoſſible : © 
Revenge ſhall rouſe, 2::4 with her Iron Whips 
Laſh forth this lazy Ague from my Blood. 
This Malady of Girls, Remember Stateſman, 
Thy Fate and future Fortunes now are forming, _ 
And ſummon all thy Counſels'to their Aid 5 +. 
Ev'n thy whole Soul. It wo not be; 122 8 


ho- 


PF 


* 
WV 


IJ ; | — 


4x 


© 256 The ae Stef tber. 


Still riſes uppermoſt in all my Thoughts. 
The Maſter-piece' of Nature. The Boy God 
Laughs at my Rage, and triumph o're my Folly. | 


Ha ! by the Gods tis doing! Now my Stars [| 4 tumultuous 
Be kind and make me Matter of wy. with at once. "Noiſe is heard, 


E nter Magas. 


But ſee the Prieſt ! Why doſt thou fare and tremble, 
Have we ſucceeded, 1 and eaſe my Fears. 
Mag. My Soul is pierc'd with Horror Every Gd 
Seems from his Shrine to threaten us with Vengeance... * 
The Temple reels and all its pond rous r . 
No ds at the Prophanation. 5 1 | 
lk Mira. Baſe and fearful ! : 
| How can thy wretched Soul conceive ſuch Monſters? 
.- Car'it thou who would'ſt be 8 be Superſtitious? 
But *tis the Cowards Vice. Say; are our Enemies ſecur' do 
a Mag. They are; the Prince, d Memn vn and his Daughter 
1 Are in Orchances Hands, only Tigranes | 
W With ſome of leſſer Note are fled. 
| Mirz. No matter: 
Theſe are the Soul, the reſt a os Mas | A SL ITY: 
Nor worth our Apprehenſion. SST A at i e n £r 
Mag. Will you ſtay, n/ r 
Too meet the furious Thunder of their Rape: ? 
Mirz. I will; thou may'ſt retire and fummon back. AL 
Thy ſcatter'd Spirits; Let not the Crowd ſee 
Thy Fears, twill make the Vile and Gheap among: em ler Mag 


711 i 1049; 9413 * 4 


Enter Artaxerxes, Memnon' and” amen Pr Hare, Orchances'/ 
And Guard 7 1G 
Art. Slave! Villain! unte. | fay Afr wa thou ard e 
To do this Inſolen ce. en e CURIE 
ng Fa know my Orders 1 5 8 _ 3 cp 1 8. «Tha 
ich from the Queen m Mile Ireceiyvd, e eee 
Who will avow her own bee To 0 a, TP im / by Dale 
Art. Ha! from the Queen! She duft not! "tis inp! 1 
Tis Sacriledge! tis Treaſon! tis Damnation. .. 1 
Am I not Artaxerxes ? Bom to Empite, Ic 1591 1 
The next Degree to God s. On i, 90 dl " 1 n i 
I hat roul'ſt above the o_— of our Wok 2 4 i 6 cms n 
n'ſt thou behold and nor Wenge F 8 715 Joo oer 1 * x 1 we 
20 Ty injur'd Race? it 4'could ought 4 No, . 


_ "Tho ee beet, 


TY fe 


7 Unworthy of. thy great Original. wil I's Cale Ii >| It> tt: n 


Let me be doom d to fall this Villain Slave. 

If not — Why am 1 made the Scorn of Tretches >. 

So much below me that they hardly ſhare. 

The Common Priviledge, of Kind; but are” i 

As Beaſts to Men jr Yn Fon apr 9 gut e, 
Mem. Se where the Maſi wil tans! * ane, 

And harden'd in Impiety, he laughs , _ iP ae Sn 

At the fictitious Juſtice of the Gods, 

And thinks their Thunder has not Wing 8 to reach tim 

But know the Joy thy Triumph rect brings” is 12245 9: 

My Fate (if the God 8 cp. Vor at leaſt 


| My Mind's beyond thy Ted 1 e Vale. | 1 | 5180 


Mirz. Dull valiant Pool thy is the leaft 

The molt ignoble Triumph of her Wir. l EU. 

Cleander's Blood asks for ſubftanhtial Vengeance, 

And when the TN t that Labours in'my Breaſt! 11 [: 
Appears in Action, thou ſhalt know the Cauſe 


Why I remain to view thy hated Face, ug 250, 


Thar blaſts me with its Preſence {thou ſhalt kom it 
And curſe thy ſelf, curſe the ill omen'd Day 
That gave the Birth, renouncing all the God's, 
Thy {ſelf of them renounc'd, ſhalr fink to Hell 
In bittereſt Pangs and mingle with" the Furies. 

Mem. Unhallow'd Dog, F utmoſt rere 
Of all thy ſtudy Ly. Malice" Wnt move me 
And if the God's in Tryal of my Virtue File 
Can yeild my Life up to thy Hangman S Merc {2 
PII ſhew thee wig what eaſe the Brave'and OY 
Can put off Life till thou ſhalt damn thy Arts, 
Thy wretched Arts, and Ifnpotence of Malice: 

Mirz. Reſt well aſl ur g 1 gu { ſhalt - Add Cauſe to u 

The Philoſophick' Fork of puff Q en 


Art. Oh death to Cen f Ss we fu follow. 11 8 4 


To be the {laviſh Objects of his Mirth 1 
Shall my juſt Rage and violated Honuut 
2 * Buffoon vetting ke to laughter? n 8. 

own, down my {we eart, hide'thy-R Ailments; 
Nor proſtitute the anner this 5 
Of injur'd Princes to the gazing Crowd, 

My Face ſhall learn to cover the Ense | 

My wounded Soul endures. Ha! A, 
My Love!“ oyal Bride! the ſpoiler Grief” 
Defaces every et es Uke the Deluge 
That raisd 4 Beauties of the fuſt Gates,. oy 


\ A 


Majefty'” | ane el, TE ven fo 50 out 


e — 


* 


38 The Ambitious. Sint. 


I cannot bear it Yilhhe give me way! 


[Be breaks 7 the Guard 5 pole tim 
1 and catches hold of Ameſtris. 
© Oh let me hold thee in my throbbing Boſom, 8 - 
And ſtrive to hide thy Sorrows from my fight, 2 | 5 
i cannot ſee thy Gtiefs; and FRY by ant „ he 
The Power to bring Relief. . | 
Ame). Ah! No my Prince! 
There are no Remedies for Ills like ours, 5 
My helpleſs Sex by nature ſtands ex a 
To all the Wrongs and Injuries of Pune : 
Detenceleſs in my ſelf, you were my Refuge, 
You are my Lord to whom ſhould . Gp oa 
Since you cannot redreſs me: were you not. . 
The Honour, Joy, and Safety of Ang . 
For you alone [ liv'd, with — _ 
ould be happy. oh my Artaxerxes! _-. 
_ influence guides our conſenting a 25 
And ſtill W are we bleſt or curſt. 
Mirz. With a malignant Joy my Ears drink in, 
Hear each Harmonious accent every glance, 
Goes to my Heart and ſtirs, alternate Motions 
Of Heat and Cold, a lazy Pleaſure now _ 
Th: ills all m Veins, anon Deſire grows Hot, 
And my old Sinews ſhrink before the Flame... 
Artax. Go on! And charm me with thy Angels Voie 
Sooth and aſſwage the Fury in my Breaſt, 
That urges me to unbecoming Paſſion, 
My Rage grows cool amidſt thy ſoft Complainings, 
And though thou talk'ſt-of Woes of Death and Ruin, 
*Tis Heaven to hear thee. 
Ameſ. Since this is all our wretched Conſolation, 
Let us indulge our Grief; till by long uſe, 
It grows Habitual, and we loſe the Pain. 
Here, on the marble Pavement will we fit, 
Thy Head upon my Breaſt ;. and if remembrance 
Of cruel Wrongs, ſhall vex thy noble Heat, 1 L 
The Murmer of my Sighs ſhall charm the umult, . 1 
And Fate ſhall find us Calm; nor will the a | 
Who here inhabir and behold our Sulterings, 
Delay to end our Woes in Immorraluy. a 
Artax. Ha! ſay'ſt thou? God's! Yescartainthere Pee. 85 5 
To whom my Youth with Reyerence {till has bow'd, - 
Whoſe Care and Providence are Virtues. Guard, f 


— 


"Think 


The: ene derer, 9 9 P | 


; Think then my fair they haye not made us great, 17008 | 
And like themſelves for miſerable ends. ME ei 
Mirz. God's might behold her and forget their Wiſd6w, 7 Me. 
But I delay toolong! Orchdnes lend thy Er. Mirz. whi/pers Gich. and hx. 
Mem. My Children! you were ſtill my Joy and OT 
Why am I made your Curſe ? this hated Head 
| To death devoted, has involv*d your Innocence 
In my Deſtruction. RE. 40 Pol on Artzx. and { Ames, 
Ameſ. Alas, my Father. — 
Artax. Barbarous Dogs! What mean you ? 
Orch. Convey the Lady to Lord Mrrza's Palace, 
*Tis the Queen's Will ſhe ſhall be there confin'd. 
Artax. Thou can'ſt not mean ſo damn'd Villany ! ! 
Thou darſt not! ſhaPr not part us! Fate cannot do it! 
Mem. Curſed Old Age, why: have Liv'd to Tee this ? 
Orch. Force em aſunder. 
Art. Hew off my Limbs e Dogs! 1 WII not loſe? ein 
Oh Devils! Death and Furies! my Wife! 8 0 loyd Ameſtris— 
Anmeſ. My Lord! my Husband!= 


Orchances and one Party Z the Ones en e and Memnon 
one way, = the other Ton 55 bears Ameſtris another. ro} 


Re SH Mirza. Al 


* This was moſt noble Miſchief it ſtung home, 
Twas Luxury of Vengeance twas not ill 

To keep aloof; theſe boiſterous Beaſts have Paws, _ 
And might have ſcratcht: The Wiſe ſhould nat allow: 
A poſſibility to Fortunes Malice. - 

Now to the reſt; this Prince ! this Husband ! dies : 

To Morrows dawn brings his and Memnon's Fate. 

This Night let *em deſpair, and Bann, and Rage, 

And to the wooden Deities within, 

Tell frantick Tales; my Hours ſhall paſs more pleafingly:, 
If Love, (which yet I know not,) can give Plea ure, 
Love! What is Love? the Paſſion of a Y, 

That ſpends his time in Lazineſs and n 

Lult is the Appetite of Man; and ſhall 

Be fated, till ir loath the cloying Banquet. 

The Wife ate by human frailty, 8 

To taſt theſe Pleaſures, but not dwell 2K em; 

They marr and dull the faculty of n 

One Night I ſafely may indulge in Ri 

'Tis Folitick Lewdneſs, and aſſiſts mW] engeance: Y 


40%/ The Ambitions Stepemet al Pr 
I will grow young, and ſurfeit pn her Charms, 4. 4, Th 0 


Her luſcious Sweets; then — from her Ams, c r e Pal 
The nauſeous, momentary Jay: EG 1 blood gte 2 
And be my 5 again; e ee 
nett bel vol” ven ft; N 8% e ots 
. hy 1 —— wy 


pe, 


< GOV £3 E920 2K | 
Enter Artaban and Cleanthes. 12 "I F 
197 O90 BR: SR} i, 50 ad: 
Ar? 18 Baſe and Impious! Where are the: Tis 04] 

Shall keep Mankind in Order? If Religion Ho 1 
And publick Faith b be violated; Tis an Injury 22 DC Stu) nll, 
That beards both Gods and Men ; and dares their Juſtice. 3210 104 $4) 

Clea. The feartul:Crowd alredidy. take tlie Alam, #- WR 
Break off their Solemn Sports, their Songs and Dance ( eV CI HC 
And wildy in tumultuous Conſort Join n vi ! 
Miſchief and Danger fits in every Face, | 
And while. they. dread the Anger of the Gods, 7 or node 
The Wiſe who know th Effects of popular Fury, 014 Ws eee en e 
From them expect that Vengance which they fear. 

Artab. The ſacred Power of Majeſty, hich ſhould 
Forbid, owns and protects the Violence, 3 
It muſt not, ſhall not be Who ſteals a Crown 0 Dee Eick! >. 
By Arts like theſe, wears it unworthily. e 10 desu con} 

Clean, The Queen your Mother, Sir! ſhe will pet «© 10015 Goon 
You ſhould approve FAM Act her Power ha doe 

Artab. TIl meet her as I ought, and ſhow' ee LOT ditdllog ! 


A Et J IV. Ser NE J. . be Placer. | 


| 


Worthy the Noble Rivalſhip of” Empire, DIRE POT e SIGE GT e 99 
11:7 7 KW 18. ; uin n dene © 4 

Enter the Aucen, Mirza and Alnendmi. ug W 7 

Queen. My Son; I come to Joy 100 of a: = ; lu raf i ol 
And Glory certain now, your Fate at leng e, 105 e) o 2 
Has maſter d that Malignant In In ee oo el IEG « 40A 


With which it ſtruggl'd long: You . King 7; 7 en 
The greateſt that our Eaſtern World behold s. 


And tho' my widow'd Bed be Cauſe for Grie 3 rl: Hagel If i DS Aut 0 
Yet for thy Sake, my Son, Ak to ay, henne, LT TS. 


Arſaces i is no more. -1NS ene) ND a wy | =o $1992 3183 O1 
Artab. 'Twere vain and fooliſh," 10 * uss: 2111 Ink 9 Dei * 1 ol j' 
To mourn his Death with ace Sorrow; i Nn Wisla! dee 
For tho he died the gteateſt of our Race, 11s de E nb 51 5 2710 

- * \ et 


? 


The: Ambitions Stop-mather, a | 4» * 


| Yet 1 decaying Age had ſunk him lo ,, "Yo dee e * 5 
And all the Native Majeſty was loſt, n ee deity 
*Twas time the Soul ſhould ſeek for Immortality, am fits 
And leave the weary Body to Enjoy b 1 © 195 we) 
An Honourable Reſt from Care and Sickneſs : ' op 12g anti] wee) 
Peace to his Aſhes, and Eternal Fame id br 
Dwell with his Memory, while we ae Live I 
Look back with Emulation on his Greatneſs, | ir ct 


And with Laborious Steps ſtrive to alcend 
That Height where once he lat. Ran 1 
94. Thou haſt already 75 | 
Attain'd the lofty Sum of his Glory 1 1 e 1 
His Throne expects thee but to {ir 40d fill W s bt! 
Artab. No, 3 when the Gods chuſe worthy Subſect 
On whom to Place ſuch Greatneſs, they furround i! ' + 
The Glorious Prize with Toil and — Danger, 
And bid the Man who would be Great, Dare . 
Be it for dull Elder Brothers to Poſſeſss [iv BRIE ob 
Without deſerving ; Mine's a Nobler Claim, e ee ee 
Nor will I Taſt the Godlike joys of Power, 5 461d le < 
Till Men and Gods with Juſtice 97 { 2911 1 
is bately the Reward of what I meant. £36008 RET Inte 
Au. What means my lk 4 01) colt BoA 
A tab. To Wreſtle for a Crown! St 


Qu. With what fantaſtick Shadow wouldſt Gon five» on” 
The Haughty Rival of thy Hopes is fallen, | 


He lives indeed, but *tis to Grace thy — 
And Bow before thee ; then be ſept away'»! 
Like the Remembrance of an idle Dream, 
Which tho? of Leſternight, is now 


forgotten... th 6 
Artab. It grieves me much to ſay, my Royal Mother, We! 


| S&T % 5 f or i ; 'S : 
15. 8 1 44 . 74 


I cannot take a Crown upon theſe ens 
Tho even from your Hands: The Conſcious Vive „ 
That witneſſes within my Breaſt for Glory, 11071 fi 2010170 
Points me to Greatneſs by the Paths of Honour, te 
And urges me to do as a King cught .. 
That would not wear his Purple as the Gift : olg pn ot 
Of impious Treachery-and baſe Deceit. - : ogg ech! 
2. Amazement turns my Senſes Oc 1 Dream! 3 10 ae O00 
For ſure thou canſt not mean ſo goor a Foll y. 
5 HANHaſt thou been bred in the Wiſe rts of Empire? ti, tp ates HO 
. Been early taught to know- the Worth of Power? : fl lügt nb! 
: And would'ſt thou looſe the Golden Opportunity bns j nei ach 19. 
15 With which l Fortune Courts thee for 2 Notion? dib y: hy 


4 Te Ambitions Step-motheh, 


An Empty ſound of Virtue > af ry: Maxim gh 9846990 Sgt ao'T «> 
Which a have devis'd for Boys to Canvas Nie 20 hit bad . 


Can my Son think ſo meanly? Go ſer free! © 
's Since onour bids) this Lordly Elder Brother 
Bow like a Slave before him, wait his Pleaſures, mene Li 


And live a dependant on his ſcanty: Fenſion; ba „elt. ei 
He may reward thy ſervile Loyal 
And make thee ruler of ſome petty Province Kor bs £ 7 213 

In 1 of Royalty givin up. | 3 


Ariab. No! (Tho? I mutt confeſs I would'n not hold um 

Caught in a Villians Snare, nor do a Murther 
Unworthy of a Hang-man * yet to death 4 o e 
I ſtill defie him as my Mortal b,, 1 ga ef eit 
And ſince my Fathers: Fate diſſolves that Truce,” CA 2 

To which I ſtood ingag d; tis War again. 

Amid'ſt the ſteely Squadrons will I ſeek + 

This haughty Brother, by his Friends ſurrounded 

And back d with all th Advantages of his Birth, 

Then bravely prove upon him with my Sword; 

He falſely brands me for a bookiſh Coward, . | Os 
That Natures Error only gave him Preference, . DIÞ ene OG + 
Since Fate mean't me the King-— e. 

Qt. A Mothers Care is 5 for thy fafery, | 1 TRGVF #6 

Elſe wer't thou loſt, thou honourable Fool; ga FF OL 41S 
Long might'ſt thou vainly hunt in Bloody Fields Ry 11 hepS 

For that Advantage which thy willing Fortune n e oh, 
Now reaches to thy hands: In Battles with 0 PR $2414 21 
Uncertain Wings the wavering Goddeſt flies 2d pal HOT of 
And oft with partial hand beſtows her — ee 911 5 


On Fools and thick Scultd Herdes; ſeize ber n N 12 1 5 £88 


While She is thine; or She is loſt for Ever. 

Artab. No matter, Let her fly; the Eagle Virtue 
Shall ſoar beyond her and command-her li bt; m. 
Fortune is not my Miſtreſs, but my Slave. vo e 
Poſterity that reads the Name of Mb 0. At. 
In the Records of Empire, ſhall nor-bluſh “ 5 2 obo ein 6277 
To think I plotted with a Knawith- FPrielt, I ee e 
The Scandal of his venerable Fundtionz;n | | 
And mark of the God's Vengeance, — e 
A Prince my Enemy; as. if being C 1 en dulrp dont el 10 
Of leſſer worth, and of unequal Coura tl; ni bond 042d Hon fart 
I] durſt not fairly ſtrive with him — Crone” | ? 203663 V1, Dol. 
Let the abhorr d and Impious Treachery'-/ of 00 | 
Oyicurely die, unknoven to future Ages; 


r 


© 
3 
* 


Tbe 4 dau 5 fopumiter,” i 44 


Or if our Shame muſt. be deliver d down 


By all the Kingly Hopes that fires my Soul, 
Ir ſhall not paſs without a Brand of uniſhment. 
Qu. Tis wondrous well ! Young Man Jou King rarely! | 
You mean to be renown'd for early . 
And mark your Oſtentacious Love of Virtue, 1 0 Kates 
Ev'n in their Bloods, who lift you up to Bed „ 
Perhaps we too, our {elf muſt be Arraign d 
Before your puny Bar, and feel your x; Ten | 
Twill be a Noble Subj ect for your Praiſe, - e 785 
And yield much 3 to declaiming Flatterers. 
Artab. You, Madam, are my Mother, Nature 4 mes 
And bids me ſee no Faults in her that bore m me; 
Thoſe other Slaves that date 
4. May be Immortal. a : 
For —_ — thou can t do to cauſe Sai Fate. 


7 


Is not thy Power the Creature of my Favour W ES 
Which in precarious wiſe on me Spendinss ie 
Exiſts by my Concutrence to its Being? 
Miſtaken Youth ! Whoſe gidd Brain, Knits, „ TE 
Has like the Fume of dia Vaps n,, 


Think'ſt thou that I whoſe Sal was form'd for Sour 10 
Would lay the Golden We * down? bs 
Or rruſt 'em to Uk GUO „„ 
Who ſhall diſpoſe of me, or SAR that ſerve me, 1 
According to * dictates of Old Mortas 
His bearded Tutor gleansfrom muſty Authors. „ 
Artab. Nay, then tis time I ſhould Aﬀert my lf, | 

And tho? you gave me Birth; yet from the God's | 
(Who made my Father be as he was, Royal, Tus ot. 
And ſtamp't the Mark ie on my dor, „ 54 
I Claim my Right to Empire,; . i 


Vile and forgotten if I Ever oπ⏑ ere AI BOY Dan 
Any Superiour Being but thoſe God's. A . 

94. Thou ray'ſt ! And haſt fongor me: bb ce de A 
Artab. No, you are 01 1.7 eee e 
My Mother, and a Woman, form'd to bn, i ino 


On that Condition all Sexes . "Priviledges gens 5 103 bett 
Are founded, the Creating n ene, 


Softneſs and Beauty in your oſttien, ; (12-112 i n GL 
To Charm and bend the Mind ab Nan 3 * = 20% $1 bi LAN 1. 
Of the Ignoble Pleaſure; ou were made | for. Mun e. 71 OR 
The Weakneſs and Neceſſities of Nature 11 . 
Ill are your feeble he. tor Greatneſs ſited, G 241; 1 ga oC 


FJ 
- HE; 37 e 1 'Pffire 


+4 * The abe  $tep-mother, ** 


fire of Government i: is Monſtrous f in you. 3 
Qu.. Thou mighty Goddeſs Nature! Doſt thou hear 
This Rebel Son! This inſolent Upbraider t ET e © 
Still fondly Nurſt in my indulgent” Boſam't” (© + 
To build whoſe ſuture Greatneſs to the 7 a 
My Anxious Soul has labour'd more than, when Shad ble A, 
J felt a Modis. Sorry tor his Birth, 1: TOY, um! 
Ungrateful Boy bs rms, 50 Y 1: 
Know Fool! Rn e WI thy ſelf upon * Mathood, 
The grea:eſt he that rougher kind ere had, | 
Muſt have confeſt Woman's Superiour Wit, | 7 Or U 23,0] 
And own'd our Sexes jult Prerogarive. © am bat ERH 
Did not a Mother's Fondnefs plead hard for thee. e STAR, - 
Thy Head ſhould Pay the Forfeit of thy Inden; Mx at We, ELS 17H 
er know (Young King!) that I aniFate in Pera, e ny 
pe? Life and Death depend upon my Pleaſure. eee. 
Art. The World would be well govern'd; ſhould the Gods * 
Depute their Providence to Women's Care. 1 1 1 
And truſt them with the Fate of Kings and Pup ie. 
A. Yet thou art Safe! Away! Nor tempt me Ende, | vt 1 
The Patience ev'n of God's themſetves has Limits, 2 ps 1 wil: oe 
Tho' they with long Forbearance view Man's Foll ly.” Nilas 
Vet if thou ſtill perſiſt to dare 9 Bb 4M : | Not 
Like them I may be urg'd to! 
And tho? thou wer't my Creature, . ther Bea n A. 
Mirz. Beſeech you Sir, retire; the 9 855 wee. iy 
Labour's with wiſeſt Forchght for your! 1⁰⁰ο 
And is incens d to ſee you tiwart that Purp e. 1 N 2214 
Artab. What is the good of Greatneſs ut the Ferry AT 
Madam I leave you; my. own Innare Virtue | 
Arms me againſt your Rage Unj ſt and Impotent," * 1 YI . 


Wait but the great Succels my Soul divines 61 eee bath 
And you will own your little jugling Arts nd o dg ver de »Y 
Have only ſerv'd to obſtruct a while my Glory... 17 \ 
And Skreen this elder Brother frommy Wo 77 Aa «hd | 
Q. Some Envious Pow'r above. Bitte Hoſtfle Do Cleanthes. { 
Works under-hand againſt my ſtronger Genius, 3 | 
And counter mines me with Domeſtick jars. ' LES”. HH 
Malicious Chance! When all abroad was fafe, JOGOS TEN 14) F 
To ſtart an unſeen Danger from myſelf! ' © 
| Mirza\ Did ſt not thou mark the Jarphity Boy ? ed daß elan t 
With what aſſuming Pride he own'd his daringß? be 1 
And claim'd ſuperiority of Power? | 663.16) : 
Oh can I live and bear to be Conttoul d? S048 of of] 
To Share the Pleaſure of of Spreme Command; * b l 


The 4 . St mother. 


With him or any one?” Oh Leia“ WL 
Did ſt thou diſdain ſubjection to a Husband, 
The Proudeſt Title of that Tyrant Man? .  _—-- 
And canſt thou yield t a Boy ? A Son? By Nate 
And grateful Duty 2 1 bound? 
Mirz. Madam, Let me intreat you, by the Gods. 
Io calm your juſt 2 edling age #15? 
(Whoſe Malice labours to perplex the Wile)" 1 2 
If not prevented, will unravel al! ergo 2] 
Thoſe finer Arts, which we with- Care have WOVe.. 1 
The Prince, led on by this pernicious Honouͥ r, 10 
May ſet the Pris ners free, think, if e e ©. e ar 
To what a ſhock of Fa we ſtand expos K M 
Lu. Tis true ! this & iſh Honour cine s all, vil ! 
Ridiculous Notion ! as if, ſelf Intereſt | 
Were not the firſt and nobleſt Law of Nature, 
Say then wiſe Lord, and let thy ready Wit, 
Still preſent to it ſelf, avert this bloc. 1 
Mirz. One Method tho ungentle yet n [hy 
To remedy the Fears this Ul produces; 2 d 10110 wa 
This Inſtant let a Guard confine the Prince; i 11“ 


** 


Fre he can gain the Means f Effect that Wider 0 
He meditates againſt himſelf, and e 
To Morrow, early as the dans 
The Priſoners all ſhall Die 3 that eres diſparcht, ; roo act? 
This raging Fit of Honour Mil tel:. 1 017 iy ib, 
And give him leiſure to conſider 1 4 ebnet wilt olds ve - 
Th' Advantage of his Fortune. . ig uch rau gn 3 
Qu. You have Reaſonn;n 5 190 bt cy ee a 
And tho? I fear his haughty Temper! Will! 0. gt 1 baths 


But badly brock Confinement, loan: LOI YT 
To bear | it as he can, perhaps vill bend him N in 
And make his Youth more plyant to Wil. ib J 40 fonomi, 
Mirz. Your Orders cannot be di d oon, ri £ Ul 3T © 
Each Minute of the flying Hours is Neri. 4754 vir If Tart . 
| Lu. The Eunch Bn? 4 let hit attend us. 3 T 21 * 8 
1 He — receive Inſtructions on the Inſtant 5 1111112 
7 5 N 15 e ee, 
| . 6 0 4 0 8 q i £213 bak 
118% L ett ed 
; zH mn vi A SQENE 
a n 2605} gi off 
A ; ; S111977 lor Up | 
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8 *. N E. oy " Miras's Pale. 
Enter Clcong ? in Matt's Habit, with 2 der Lontborn, Belt bd 


nano nol ls 03 

Cleo. Ye gentler Powers Wilo View our Cares with Fig, 
Lend your Compathon to the poor Art:; 
Oh my Beliaa, was not thy Soul wounded, 5 "þ 9 
To hear, ( when now we paſt by her Apartwenr) r iT 
The piercing Accents of her loud Complainings 2:. a 1+ tf 
By Heaven my aching Heart bleeds for her Sufferi Salerings. - Ns 26d: 
Bel. Tis ſure ſhe feels the birterereſt Pangs of 7 #&T* > 
And were not all my Thoughts to you 1 
Her Grief would deeply fink into my Soul; 
Why will you tempt alone Ten thouſand Dias? 2.0 
Your Father's and the furious Queen's 1 4. ©. 
The Cruel Guards? And all thoſe fatal Accidents, PIO 
Which in the Horror of this Dreadfut: Nacht: 740 1 2417 7 51112 1•0T 


Might ſhake the Reſolutiom of Man? D & 131 zarfia! | 254 I 
Cleo. Prithee no more; chou D.]! an dab 0 9104 

And all thy kind Advice is urg d in vain. ait 

Thy fond miſtaking Fears preſent the Baze 5 

More dreadtul than it is ; this Maſter-key' . 1 | 

Admits me thro” that Paſſage to. che Temple. 1 grins 11 

By which the Guards who leizzdithe 1 ig bak 


This Morning enter d; that of all the ceſt 1 ett 149 © SHEA ThE 
Is only left unguarded, and from thence : 191-5 14 0 „. 
Aﬀtiſted by the friendly PF T (370 od oft 269) 7 fold bot 
We may Conduct him thro® my: — en vited 14 
In ſafety to the Street r ox ape £63 off et i 2889 « 
Amoneſt the buſy diſcomented Crond, \ - dom CHOY 2d „len 
That ſwarm in mutmiuting?” hem 510 10 T <6 
Nor ſhall my Father or te en 2 1H d to tnt tos 
The Pious Fraud my Lee et! A dn d 
Bel. Yer till I 1 neflal aft 0 ein vier lied 01 
Grd No more! Retiis and leave me, 
y drooping Heart fits lighter than it's wont, 
And chearfully nge good Succæſs. ; 
Bel. Where ſhall I wait you? 


e At my own Apartment. 

Bel. The Mighty Gods Protec you. Eg h 
_ Cleo. Softly ! Retire; _ [Exit Beliza. 
What Noiſe was that? re Creature of my Fears. N 
'Þ 47 In 


The Ambitious as 


n n vain; fond Maid, would'ſt thou bely. thy Sex, 
Thy Coward Soul. confeſſes thee a Wo 

A fooliſh, raſh, fond Woman. Where am 18 going 2 
To ſave my Godlike Hero] Oh my Heart! 

It pants _ Kore , ſure? Ms Ty not. Fe y i | 
The Thought has given me Courage; are 
That Darling of my 2 oye 15 1 58 2 . 1281 
Then Death is in my Reach and ends my Sorrows. Sheri a Dagger. 
Why do'ſt chou ſhake, my Hand? And fear to e ing Dir 
This Inſtrument of Fate ; If I ſucceed, 

Yer Artaxerxes will not lire for me; 

And my Deſpair will want thy friendly Aid. 

Death ev'ry way ſhuts up my gloomy. Profpeg.. 

If then there be that Lethe and 

Which Prieſts and Poets tell, to that dark Serin 

My Soul of Life impatient ſhall make haſt. 

One healing Draught my Quiet ſhall Reſtore, f 

And Love — ne re ane Wampe Ex. Cleone. 


4 


«8; £7 x N * E III. 1 


4 Nights Scene of the Temp! e the San, 
Enter Artaxerxes and Memnon, as 


Artor. Still tis in vain! This idle Rage is vain! 

And yet, my ſwelling Paſhons will have way; 

And rend my labouring Breaſt till they find vent. 

Was it for this, ye cruel Gods, you made me 

Great like your ſelves, and as.a King, to be 

' Your Sacred Image? Was it but for this?: 

Jo be Cut down, and mangled by vile Hands, 

Like the falſe Obje ot miſtaken Worſhip! 

Why rather was not a preſant Slave? 

Bred from my Birth a Drudge to your Creation, 

And to my deſtin'd Load inur'd betimes? _ 

Mem. The Malice of our Fate were not Compleat, . 3 

Had we not been by juſt Degrees, to Happineſs 

Rais d, only to be plung d the deeper down 

In an Aby s of Woes. Early Succeſs - 

Met and "Arid all my — + Wars; 
And when J ruſt't amidſt the dreadful Battle, | 

The weaker Gem) of our Aan * 1 


| „ b 


75 


N 48 W The "Anibitiolls dee. 


Shrunk from the Force of a Siiperive Fate, oO os mn 

O're march'd they fell, and by my Sword were f e 

Like common Beings from the glorious Field. . 

Then was the Day of joyous Triumph, then . 

My Soul was lifted high, ev'n to the Stars. 

But now! What am 1row? O damn d Revert of fan! Teak 

Now when my Age weuld be indulg d f in Eaſe, n 29 Sails rd 

And Joy in-Pleaſure of my former Fame, 2 3 e n! 

Now I am curs d; held at a Villain's Mercy, eo 4 

My Foe's Derifion and the Scorn of Cowards. * ph 4 1 , 
Artax. Oh! Torture of my Soul! damn'd racking Thought | 

Am not I too reſerv'd for ſervile Mere 2h 

To be the Subje& of a Boys Command 


A Boy by Nature ſet beneath my Sway? 2 by 15 4 1 n. 5 11 
And born to be my Slave! ſhall he ph! v ba S147 1271.16 
And bid me Live or Die? Shall he diſpoſe 


His beardleſs Viſage to a feornfal' Smile, 
And tell me that his Pleaſure is my Fate? 
No! my diſdainful Soul ſhall ſtruggle out 
And ſtart at once from its diſhonour'd Manſion. 
Mem. Oh! Royal Thought! Nor thall chey keep Death 
Altho' it's common Means be not in reach. 
Shall my Old Soldiers outſide rough and hardy, 
Scarr'd ore with many an honourable Mark 
Be cag d for publick corn? Shall a Dog tell me 
Thus didſt thou once, and now thou I N. Stave; WT * 
My Foot ſhall ſpum thee, tread upon thy SED OO 
And trample in the Duſt thy Silver Hairs : R ont ye ag oh. 
Shall I not rather choak ? Hold In my Breath? h 
1 Or ſmear ſome Wall or Pillar with hy Brains? 3 
. Artax. Rage or ſome God ſhall ſave us from Diſhonour I”: TEOTE 
1 But oh! my Father! Can we take our flight, ee , $90. 
Tho to the Stars and leave my Love n ns no 119 α%,xũ 
Where is ſhe now ? where is my Queen! 99, Bade 0 Noch adi. 
My Charmer! my Ameſtris !_ 1 b 10% K 2BVY T97181 vt 
Mem. 8 r 
Artax. Not ſpeak — . 
Mem. Nor think of her if ooffible. f * 
Artax. Was ſhe not ſharch's r; rorn from m yh ms, O be) 
Whilſt every God look'd on and faw the Wrong, W 07 Uno beine 
Heard her Loud Cries, which vainly ſtrove to touſs 


. 
. 
— 
"4 
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Their flow unready Vengeance? Was the not — — Aar 72h 
Forc'd from my panting Boſom (yet I live j 
Evin on cur Bridal mer” ? Then, when pur ames n 5 * j 


© ® The: Ambitious Step-mother. 
Were kindly joyn d, and made but one deſire; 1 21 ae 
Then, when the figh'd and gaz d, and bluſh'd and band ;! vim no. . 
When every touch, when every Joy grew fiercer, 
And thoſe that were behind were more than Mortal. 
To loſe her then! Ohl— | 
And yet you bid me think of her no more? | 7 
Men, I do; for the bare mention turns my Brain, 
And ev'n now I border upon Madneſs; | 
So dreadful is the very Apprehenfion | 
5 Of what may bee nu | 
- Artax. Can we make thought go back? | | 
Will it not turn again? Cleave to our Breaſts? | | 
And urge remembrance till it ſting us home? 
Ha! Now the Ghaſtly Scene is ſet before me; 
And as thou ſaid'ſt it runs me to diſtrattion. _ - - 
Behold her Beauties, form'd for Kings to ſerve, 
| Held Vile, and treated likean abject Slave! 
| Helpleſs amidſt her Cruel Foes the ſtands, © 
Inſulting Artemiſa mocks her Tears, | 
And bids her call the God's and me in vain. 
Mem. Would that were all. FAT 
Artax. Ha! whither would'ſt thou drive me? 
Mem. Did you like me confiderthatDog Mira 
Early to Hell devoted, and the Furies 
Born, Nurs'd, and bred a Villain, you would fear 
The worſt Effects his Malice could expreſs 
On Vinue which he hates, when in his Power. 
Artax. What is the worſt? , 
Mem. What my old faltring Tongue 
Trembles to utter; Goatiſh Luſt and Rape. 
Artax. Ha! Rape! If there are Gods, it is impoſſible. 
_ Mem. Oh! dreadful Image for a Father's thought 
To have his only Child, her Sex's boaſt, ave 
The Joy of Sight and Comfort of his Age, 
Drageg'd by a Villain Slave his ruthleſs Hand 
Wound in her Hair, to ſome remote dark Cell, 
A Scene for Horrour fit, there to be blotted © 
Hy his foul Luſt, till Appetite be gorg d. 

Let me grow Savage firſt, let this old Hand 
That oft has bleſt her, in her Blood be drench'd. 
Let me behold her dead, dead at my foot, ; 

To Fes gg or $_. Shame and Sorrow. 
Artax. A Father ! What's aFather's Plague to mine 3 
A Husband, and a Lover! If it can be, Oe AA. 
It there is ſuch a hoarded Curſe in ſtore, | 377. (1003. WOE! 
H Transfix 
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Transfix me now ye Gods, now let your Thunder 
Fall on my Head, and ſtrike me to the Centre, 
Leaſt if I ſhould ſurvivemyruin'd Honour 
And injur'd Love; I ſhould ev'n Curſe your Godheads, 
Run Banning and Blaſpheming thro the World, 
And with my Execrations fright your Worlhippers 
From kneeling at your Altars. 
Enter Cleone with 4 dark Lant horn and Keys 
Cleo. This way the Ecchoing Accents ſeem to come, 
Sure it is the wretched Prince! Oh can you hear him 
And yet refuſe to lend your Aid, ye Gods? 
Artax. This Gloom of horrid Night ſuits well my Sou, 
Love, Sorrow, Conſcious Worth, and Indignation, | 
Stir mad Confufion in my lab'ring n | 
And I am all o're Chaos. 
_ - Cleo. Is this, alas: 
The State of Artaxerxes, Perſid 25 Heir Dil 
Not one Poor Lamp to chear the diſmal ſhade 
Of this huge Holy Dungeon; Slaves, Murderers, 
Villains that Croſſes walt for, are not us d thus; | 
Fil ſhew my ſelf. | She turns the Light, and comes rowerds Art & Mem. 
Mem. Ha! whence this Gleam of Light? 
Artax. Fate is at Hand, let's haſt to bid it welcome, Ns 
It brings an end of Wretchednefs. | 
Cleo. Speak lower, | 
I am a Friend; long live Prince i | 
Art. What Wretch art thou, chat hail'ſt me with aCurſe 2 
Come from that Cloud that muffles up thy Face, 
And if thou haſt a Dagger, ſhew it wann 
We wiſh to die. 
Cleo. Think better of my Errand, 
I bring you Bleſſings, Liberty and Life, 
And come the Miniſter of happier Fate; 8 the Light on ber Vel 
Now down my Blood! down to my trembling Heart, 
Nor ſparkle in my Viſage to 2 my | A7 de. 
 Artax. Ha! as J live a Boy! a blu ing Boy 
Thou wer't not form'd ſure for a — ce, 8 
Speak then, and tell me what and whence thou art. 
Cleo. Oh! ſeek not to unvail a trivial Secret, 
Which known imports you not. I am a Youth 
Abandon'd to Misfortunes from my Birth, 
And never knew one Cauſe to joy in Life} 
But this that puts it in my Pow'r to fave 
A Prince like Artaxerxes. Ask no more, 
But follow thro? the Mazes that 1 tread, 


9 


The Ambiticas Step-mother. * „ 
Until you find your fafet yr. Oe e rs 
- Artax. Thus forbidding * . ls, ht ln Me EE 0 
Thou giv'ſt me cauſe t Enquite; are then the Guards. 
That when the Day went down, with ſtricteſt Watch "8 
Obſerv'd the Temple Gates, remov'd or fled ? oo 
eco. They are not but with Numbers reinforc d | | 
Keep every Paſſage ; only one Remains 
Thro' Mirzd's Palace, open to your Flight. _ 
Mem. Ha! Mirza! there's Damnation in his Name, 
Ruin, Deceit, and Treachery attend it ; 
Can Life, can Liberty or ſafety come 
From him? or ought that has an Int'reſt in him? 
Rather, ſuſpe& this feigning Boy his Inſtrument, 
To plunge us deeper yet, it poſſible 
In Miſery ; perhaps ſome happy accident 
As yet to us unknown, preſerves us from 
The utmoſt Malice of his Hate, while here. 

This ſets his wicked Wit at work to draw us 
Forth from this Holy Place, much better be 
The Pris'ners of the God's, than wear his Fetters. 

Cleo. Unfortunate Suſpicion ! What ſhall I ſay 
To urge em to be ſafe and yet preſerve T2 
My wretched ſelf uuknown ? 
Alrrtax. Surely that Face, 5 N 
Was not deſign d to hide diſſembled Malice, | 
Say Youth, art thou of Mirga's Houſe; (as ſure thou muſt, 
If thou pretend'ſt to lead us that way forth; 
And can'ſt thou be a Friend of A-taxerxes? 
Whom that fell Dog, that Miniſter of Devils, 
With moſt opprobrious Injuries has loaded. 
_ Cleo.. Tho' | am his, yet ſure I never ſhar'd 
His Hate; ſhall I confeſs and own my Shame 
Oh Heavens! 1045 BE 46 M12 04-000.) WAG 
Men. Mark tif unready Traytor ſtammers; 
Half bred and of the Mungrel Strain of Miſchief, | 
He has not Art enough to hide the Cheat, 
His deep deſigning Lord had better plotted. 
Away! thinks he 0 ey of our Wit, 
To gull us with a Novice? If our Fate 
Has giv'n us up, and mark d us for Deſtruction, 
Tell him, we are reſolvd to meet it here. 
Cleo. Yet hear me Prince, ſince you ſuſpect me ſent 
By Mira, to enſnare you, know I ſerve, - 


Oh Gods! to what am fear al (Afide)—his Daughter; 
oy 14 p I _ 2 | 
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Some God compaſſionate of your Woes hat «flue +l 
A Woman's Pity, in her ſofter Breaſt: = 


And *tis for her I come to give you, {© Mercy | 


I beg you to believe me. -/. {be 995 


Ar tax. See, he weeps! 
Mem, The waiting Tears ſtood ready for Command, 
And now they flow to varniſh the falſe Tale. 


Artax. His Daughter, ſay'ſt thou? I have ſeen the Maid, 
Doſt thou ſerve her? And could ſhe ſend ches to me? 


*Tis an unlikely Riddle. | 
Mem. Perhaps tis meant, | 

Thar ſhe who ſhares his noilonouy Blood, ſhall ſhare. 

The Pleaſure of his Vengeance, and inure pa 

The Woman's Hands and Eyes to Death and Miſchief, by 

But thou her Inſtrument, be gone and ſay, 

The Fate of Princes is not Sport for Girls. ; 
Cleo. Some envious Power blaſts my pious Purpoſe, 

And nought but Death remains; O that by that 


1 might perſwade him to believe and truſt me; 


And fly that Fate which with the Morning waits him. 
I grieve, my Lord, to find your hard Suſpicion, 
Debars me from preſerving your dear Life 


(Which not your own, Ameſtris wiſhes more * 


To Morrow's dawn (oh! let me yet prevail 5 
The Cruel Queen reſolves ſhall be your laſt. 

Oh fly! Let meConjute you, fave your ſelf 
May that moſt awful God that here is worſhipp'd 
Deprive me of his chearful Beams for ever, 


Make me the wretched'ſt thing he ſees while living, wa 


And after Death the loweſt of the Damn'd, 

If I have any thought but for your ſafety. | 
Artax. No I have found the Malice of my Miſtreſs, 

Since I refus'd her Love when ſhe was proffer d 

By her Ambitious Father for my Bride, 


And on a worthier Choice beſtow'd my Heart, F 
She vows Revenge on me for {lighted Beauty. 


Cleo. My Lord, you do her moſt unmanly wrong, 
She owns the Merit of the fair Ameſtris, 
Nor ever durſt imagine ſhe deſerv'd- you. 

Oh ſpare that Thought, nor blot her Virgin's Fame. 
In ſilence (till ſhe wonder d at your Vertues, + 


Bleſt you, nor at her own Ill Fate repin'd; 


This wounds her moſt, that you ſuſpect — 2 
Th n Hey that ways have ſav'd you. 
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Ie Ambitious Step-mot her. 
Cgnteleſs of an offended Father's Ragga | 
For you alone concern d ſhe charg'd me, guide your 
When Midnight Sleep had clos d obſerving Eyes, & > 
Safe thro' her Father's with this Key 
And if I met with any that durſt bar ee 
Your Paſſage forth, ſhe bid me greet him thus | 6 ON 
I |'Stabs her ſelf, Artax. catching ber as ſhe fall. 

What haſt thou done raſh Boy ? RY Rs” Nh Sou i ee 
P TRIS. 

And only Proof remain d that could convince you, of 

I held your Life much dearer than my own. N 

Mem. Horrid Amazement chills my very Veins ! + 

Cleo. Let me conjure you witn my lateſt Breath, 

Make haſt to ſeize the means that may preſerve you. | 

This Key amidſt the Tumult of this Night © [Giving the Key. i 
Will open you a way thro' Mzrz2's Palace, - {= | 
May every God aſſiſt and guard your Flight; 0» 

And oh when all your Hopes of Love and Glory 

Are Crown'd with juſt Succeſs ; will you be good. 
And think with Pity on the loft Cone. 


Artax. Ten thouſand diſmal Fancies crowd my Thoughts 
Oh! is it poſſible thou car?ſt be ſhe,-*o oo 2 14 
Thou moſt unhappy fai on?, „ 
Cleo. Spare my Sam. ien hien 
Nor call the Blood, that flows to give me Peace, 


* 
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Back to my dying Cheeks. Can yu for geen vl 
Who was my Father ? And remember only 4 — 
How much 1 wiſh'd I had deſerv'd your Friendſhip ? 
Nay; let my Tongue grow bold, and fay, your Love, 
But as nad ty Face, Y Y Ye. 
Artax. What ſhall I Ey, 55% {oo bo 
To witneſs how my grateful Heart is touch'd ? 

But oh why would'ſt thou give this fatal Inſtance ? . 
Why haſt thou ſtain'd me with thy Virgin Blood ? 
{ ſwear, ſweet Saint, for thee I could forgive 

The Malice of thy Father, tho he ſeeks 

My Life and Crown; thy Goodneſs might atone 
Ev'n for a Nation's Sins ; look up and live, 

And thou ſhalt ſtill be near me as my Heart. 


ee 


Cleo. Oh charming Sounds! that gently lull my Soul 
To Everlaſting Reſt, I ſwear tis more | 
More Joy to die thus bleſt than to have liv'd 

A Monarchs Bride; may every Bleſſing wait you 

In War and Peace, ſtill may you be the greateſt, 


x * as uy FP Ng Seher. 


The Favourite of the God's, and Joy of Men oo | 
I faint ! oh let me lean upon your Arm— _ (8646 dies. 
Artax. Hold up the Light my Father; ha! ſhe Soon! þo 
The Iron Hand of Death is on her Beauties, | Hh 
And ſee like Liilies nipp'd with Frolt they languiſh. bo 

Mem. My tough old Soldier's Heart melts at the Sicht, 
And an unwonted Pity moves my Breaſt, * 
Ill fared Maid too good for that damn'd Race, ag, 
From which thou drew'ſt thy Being! Sure the Gods 
Angry ere while, will be at length appeas d 
With this Egregious Victim; Let us tempt em 
Now while they ſeem to mile. 
Artax. A Beam of Hope, 
Strikes thro? my Soul, like the firſt Infant Light, 
That glanc'd upon the Chaos if we reach 
The open City, Fate may be ours again; 
But oh whate're Succeſs or diy dal 3 
Attend my yo, {till fair unha 4 
Still ſhall! thy Memory be my Foe and | Honcur 
On one fix'd Bip in each returning Year, 
Cypreſs and Myrtle for thy Sake I'll wear, 
Ev'n my Ameſtris thy hard Fate ſhall mourn, 
And with freſh Roſes Crown thy Virgin urn. 
Till in E/yfum bleſt thy gentle Shade 3 1 
Shall own my Vows of Sorrow juſtly pat. LExeunt. 


End of the Fourth Au. 
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A ou 5 N 
8 CE N E 5 Mirzy's Palace. 


Enter Mirza, Magas, and Attendants with Light, ( 


Mirs, HO! You o're rate the Danger. 13 _ 
oy Mag. If Ido oy VEE mal | 
We err in the Extreams, fince you Efteem it 1 8 

As much too lightly ; think you then tis nothing. f3rv12 68 | 

This horrid entry non * berg rk 25 * 

Heads white with Years, and vers d in e 

Who yet remember all the different Changes 2 ws, 

A Rolling Age produces, cannot call 
Jo mind one Inſtance dreadful as this Night. e HL 

Infernal -Diſcord hideous to behold, | : 

Hanes like it's evil Genius ore the City. | 

And ſends a Snake to every vulgar Breaſt. 

From ſeveral Quarters the mad Rabble ſwarm 

Arm'd with the Inſtruments of haſty Rage, 

And in confus'd diſorderly Array 

Moſt formidable March; their Airing Clan 

Together 3j joyn n'd compoſe the deafpi 

Arm Arm ! they Cry, Religion is no more, 

Our Gods are flighted, whom if we revenge not 

War, Peſtilence and Famine will enſue, 

And Univerſal ruin fivallows all. 

Mirz. A Crew of mean unthinking heartleſs * 
With eaſe ftirr'd up to mutiny, and quell'd | 
With the ſame eaſe, with like Expreffions ſhew 
Their Joy or An 1 5 both are noiſe and tumult. | 
Aud ſtill when Holydays make Labour ceaſe, 5 | 
They meet and Shout; do theſe deſerve our ' Fears ? | 

Mag. Moſt certainly they may; if we confider - 
Each Circumſtance of Peril that Concurrs ; 

Iigranes with the reſt that ſcap'd the Temple, 
Axe mix d amongſt this Herd, and urge the Wrongs 


Which 
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Which with the Gods their Prince and Memnon ſuffer. 
Mir. Nor need we fear ev'n that, ſafe in the —_ 

And Number of our Frietids, who treble theirs, 
For this mad Rout that hum and ſwarm together 

For want of ſomewhat to employ their Folly; 3 
Indulge em in their Fancy for Rel 8 oy 
Thou and thy holy Brotherhood of Prieſts, 

Shall in Proceſſion bear the facred Fire, 

And all our Golden Gods, Let their Friends judge 

It ſtill they look not kindly as of Old; 

"Tis a moſt apt Amuſement tor a Crowd, 

They'll gaze, and gather round the gaudy Shew, - 

And quite forget the Thoughts of Mutiny ; V 

A Guard ſhall wait you. HICK 33K 
Mag. Why go not you too with us ? . 
They hold your Wiſdom in moſt high regard, 31.04 715 . 
And will be greatly ſway'd by your Perivaſion, gh Dunn 
Th' occafion is well worth your Care and Preſence. Is. btri6f Wi; 

Mirz. O! you'll not need my Aid: Beſides, my rnd; 040 2.6808" -: 

My Hours this Night are deſtin'd to a Task ; 
Of more import, than are the Fates of Millions | 
Such grovelling Souls as theirs. | As yet the Secret 

Is Immature, nor worth you preſent knowledge : Jr: 

To Morrow that and all my Breaſt is yours, 

{ muſt not, dare not truſt him with my weakneſs, 7M ria 

de. | 


e eee 


Twill mark me for his ſcorn, tis yet ſome Wiſdom 
If we muſt needs be fools to hide our Folly. 
Mag. He means the Pris ners death, let him engroſs 
The Peoples hate, Monopolize Damnarion, 
I will be ſafely Ignorant of Miſchief 
Hereafter when your Wiſdom ſhall think fit 
- To ſhare thoſe thoughts, and truſt *em' with your Friend, 
1 ſhall be pleas d to know; This inſtant Hour, 
My Cares are all employ d on my own Province, 
Which: haſts me hence. bY | 
Miræ May all your Gods aſſiſt you. kaun. 


SCENE 


hen, upon 14s Top; ſhecharm'd the God 
hat long had been a Stranger to her Bed; 


RT 
| og) 
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An Apartment in Mirza's Palace. 
Enter Ameſtris. 


 Anef. Will ye not hear, ye ever Gracious Gods? 

Since {ure you do not joy in our Misfortunes 

But only try the Strength of our frail Vertue. 

Are not my Sorrows full? Can ought be added ? 

My Royal Lord and Father! ye dear Names 

In which my all of Happineſs was ſumm d. 

What have the Miniſters of Fate done with you? 
Are e not dead? Too ſure! That's paſt a doubt; 
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unon! Oh my Prince! My Father! Oh my Husband ] Rips 


Enter Mirza. 
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Mirz. Such Juno was (except alone thoſe Tears) 


Made him forget the Buſineſs of the World, ei 


And lay aſide his Providence, temploy 


The whole Divinity upon her Beauty. | 

And ſure *twas worth the while, had I been Jove, 

So had I too been pleas d, to be deceived _ M 
Into Immortal Joys. Oh ceaſe thy Tears 

Ame ſ. Give em me back, or if the Grave and thou 

| Reſtore to none, oh joyn my Fate to theirs; 
Shut us together in ſome filent Vault, 8 

Where I may fit and weep till Death's kind Hand 

Shall lay me gently by my Lord's dear fide, 

And huſh my Sorrows in Eternal Slumber. 

Mzrz. In pity to your Form aſſwage thoſe Tears, 
Sorrow is Beauty's Bane; nor let your Breaſt f 
Harbour a Fear; I wage not War with fair ones; 

But wiſh you would efface thoſe ugly Thoughts, 
That live in your Remembrance to perplex you; 
Let Joy, the native of your Soul return, | 


And Love's gay God fit ſmiling in yu Eyes, 


N 
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As eſt he did; I wiſh you wondrous well, 

And would ſo tully Recompence the. Loſs 

You fondly mourn, that when you count the Gains, 

Your ſelf ſhould own your Fortunes are well chang? d. 
Ame/. Oh Impious Comforter ! talk'ſt thou of Joy, 

When Nature diQates only Death and Horrour, 

Is there a God can break the Laws of Fate? 

And give me back the precious Lives I've loſt ? 

What nam'ſt thou Recompence ? Can ought atone 

For Blood? a Father's and a Husband's Blood? 

Such Comfort brings the hungry midnight Wolf, 

When having {lain the Shepherd, {mear'd with Gore, 

He leaps amidſt the helpleſs bleating Flock. 
Mirz. Away with this Perverſeneſs of thy Ser. 


Wo: 


Theſe fooliſh Tears, theſe peeviſh Sighs and IS! 1 8 


Look up, be gay, and chear me with LAY Beanies, 
And, to thy wiſh I will indulge t 2 ancy, 

Nor all the i imagin'd Splendof of 165 
Shall match thy 85 ſublimely ſhalt thou lie, . 
The Boaſt and Glory of our Aſian World; | 
Nor ſhall one She of all thy towring Sex | 

Oat-rival thee (thou lovely Fair) in Power, 

Oh think on Power; on Power and Place ſupreme. 


Ame ſ. There is but one, one only thing to rhink on 


My Murther'd Lord, and his dark gaping Grave, Ec ft 


That waits unclosd impatient of my coming. 
Mirz. Oh liſten gentle Maid, _ Labin . 

A Story of ſuch Softneſs to thy Py 

AS like the Halcyon brooding: ore . os Wes 

May with its Influence huſh 
Ame /. Begone, and if thou b 111 8 one e Thought of Pity | 

In that hard Breaſts, oh leave me to my ſelf 

Nor by thy Preſence hideous to my Soul, 

And horrid Conſolations ſtrive to add 

To my full Woes that ſwell'd without thy Help, 

All ready riſe and bubble ore the Margent. 29 $0 
Mirz. What if I talk'd of Love? n 
Ameſ. Of Love! oh Monſter ! | 

Mir. If Love be monſtrous, ſo is this fair OM 

This beauteous World, this Canopy. the Sky; | 

That ſparkling ſhines with Gems of Light innumerable, 

And ſo art thou and I, ſince Love made all; | 

Who kindly reconcil'd the Jarring Atoms 


In friendly League, and bid em be a World. ” 3 290% bak 
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Ambitious Step-mot ber. 
Frame not thy lovely Mouth then to Blaſpheme- - 
Thy great Creator, thou art his, and made for 142 1 
His more peculiar Service; thy bright Eyes, 4 7k 
Thy moiſt red Lip, thy riſing ſnowy. Boom, [+ ; 7b 
Thy every Part was made to furniſh oy, 15 
Ev'n to a riotous Exceſs of Happineſs; 

Oh give me but to taſte thy bliſsful Charms, 

And take my Wealth, my Honour, Power, take all, 
All, All for Recompenſce. nd 
Ameſ. Execrable Wretch! © : 
Thus ! Is it thus thou wouldſt aſſwage my Sorrows? 
When thy inhuman Bloody Cruelty, * e 
Now with redoubling Pang cleaves my poor Heart, 


2 


Com'ſt thou beſpotted with the recent Slaughter N 

To proffer impious Love? Accurſed Fiend! _ - WE, 
Horrour and Grief ſhall turn me to a Fury, | © U 

Still with my Ecchoing Cries, I will puriue ther, 


And hollow Vengeance in thy guilty Ears; 
Vengeance for Murther ! for my Prince's Murther ! 
And for my poor old Father think not Villain 

Who art the Plague and Scourge of Human kind; 
That there is Peace for thee, whilſt I run mad 


With raging Sorrow; Vengeance, Vengeance waits the, 
Great as my Woes! My. dear! dear! Artaxarxes ! 

Mirz. I am not lucky at the gloſſing Art | 
Of catching Girls with Words, but tis no matter, 
Force is a ſure Reſott, and when at laſt 
Fierce as a towring Falcon from her Height. 
I ſtoop to ſtrike the Prey, it is my own. . _ | 1; LA ue. 
Obſtinate Fool ! how dar ſt thou croſs my Wiſhes : 7 
Since the ſame Hand that has aveng d me well. 
Upon my other Foes Commands thy Fate, | 


& 


Tho? Mercy in Compaſſion of thy Beauty... _ 2 
Reach out her Hand to fave thee, yet if urge 
Revenge may ſig! take place; think well on tha. 
Ameſ. That, that is all the Mercy which I ask, 
Indulge thy thirſty Malice in my Blood. 647% vBal | 9120 
And haſten me to Peace. My Woman's Heart 
Shall gather all its little ſtock of Courage FEY ite 


$95 
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To arm me for the Blow. Tho' Death be terrible 


” ” +» 
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bd TABRKE huh 
Ghaſtly and Pale; yet I will Joy to meet him; J vrt 1d0 
My better Life already is deſtroy d. ; I Ort of 
Imperfect now, and wanting half my ſellf . 
wonder here in vain, and want hy, Hand | 'T 
N 2 | ws 
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= The Ambitious Stopumother, 
To guide and re- Unite me to my Lord. — 
Mirz. Alas! thou haſt not read aright thy Deſtiny, 
Matter of much Import requires thy Life, | 
And {till detains thee here; Come, PII inſtruct the, 
And put thee in the way of Fates Deſign [Laying bold on her. 
Ame/. Unhand me, Villain! | 
Mirz. Nay, you mult not ſtruggle, ' 4 
Nor frown, and look askew ; fantaſtick Sex 
That put Men on the Drudgery to force vou 
To your own Satisfaction. 
Ame ſ. Let me go, | | 
Abhorr'd, deteſted Monſter! Shall he "Or you, 
You aweful Gods? Shall not your Lightning blaſt him? 
Miræ. Oh no! Your Gods have Pleaſures of their own, 
Some mortal Beauty charms the wanton Fove, 
Within whoſe Arms he Revels, nor has Leiſure 
To mind thy foolith Screaming. 
Ame ſ. Hear me now, {ſweet Heaven, 
Save me, ye Gods! oh fave me! ſave me! fave me! 


Mirz. Come, come along! youſee you ſtrive in vain. N 


N 


Ame ſ. Is there no Hope of Aid from Gods or Men? with her. 
Oh let me turn to thee then, kneel to thee, 


And with my Pray'rs and Tears implore thy Pity. 
Mirz. Speak, for Enchantment dwells upon thy Tongue, 
And all the flattering Spirits in my Blood © 
Dance nimbly on to the Cœleſtial Sound. 
Ame ſ. What ſhall I ſay to move him to Compaffon 1 
Thus groveling, proſtrate thus upon the Earth, - 
Let me conjure you, {pare my Virgin-Honour, 
Spare to commit a Wrong to you unprofitable; 33 
et worſe to me than Torments, Racks and Death; 
Kill me the laſt of my unhappy Race, 
And let old Memnon's Name with me be loſt, 
If Death be not enough, let me live wretched, 
Pull off theſe Robes, and cloath me like a Slave, - 
Then ſend me out to labour at ſome Village, 
Where I may groan beneath a cruel Maſter, _ 
Be hardly us'd. and want even Food and Rayment; ; 
Till Cold, and Dirt, and Pover a ſhall change, 
And make me loathſome as my-Fellow- Wretches. 
Oh! Let my Rags claim only this one Priviledge, | 
To wrap me in the Grave a ſpotleſs Maid. 20 Yao: 
| Mirz. That Tongue which pleads makes all Intreating rain 5 
Thy every Motion, aca a Accent n 
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SS.  - Aab ende oe mla. 4 

Warms me afreſh and urges new Deſire, 

Thou art, thou muſt be mine, nor Heaven, nor . 

Nor the conſpiring Power of Hell ſhall fave men 

1 long to loſe my Age in thy Embraces, 

To bask and wanton in thy warmer Sun, 

Till a new Youth ſhoot thro' me. | 65 
Anme ſ. Chaſt Dian, . f 

And thou the Guardian of the Martian e. Bad, [ Getting looſe from him: 

Thou Royal Juno! oh protect thy Votary. | 
Mem. My jaded Age and weak enervate Limbs 

Falter and f zink unequal to their Office, 

Iprithee , yield,come, yield. and be a Queen! [ Laying holdon her again. 
jeld, and be any thing! I cannot be 

Theſe fierce alas” — tarts, this — Flame 

That drinks my Blood. 

Ameſ. Oh never, never, never t 
A Cauſe like this will turn me to a Fighter, 
To my laſt Gaſp, to Death I will reſiſt. | 
Mira. My coward Strength, doſt thou go back from Beauty 5 

Rouze, and deſerve the Pleaſure thou wouldſt taſte. 

Ameſ. Unmanly Tray tor !—— ſeize him all ye Fiends. 


In the Struggle; 2 draws bis own Ponyard, and flabs bim. 


Mia fag] Den n Heart! the Curſed Steel 
Has ſtruck me to the Earth. 
_ 4me/. There {ink for ever! | 
Nor riſe again to plague the wretched World. 
Mira. My heated Blood ebbs out, and now too late = 
My cooler Reaſon bids me curſe my Folly : i? 03 
Oh Ideot, Ideot! to be caught ſo poorly. - 
Where are thy fine Arts now ? Unravell d all, 
Mangl'd and cut to Pieces by a Girl! 
Oh Shame of Wiſdom ! when Revenge was dae 
And Fate was in 2 raſp, to loſe it all, 
Neglect the Noble and run out my Years, 
On the Purſuit of Joys I could. not taſte, 
My Memory mult be the Jeſt of Boys. 
Ameſ. My boaſted Courage larsbo Blood, [ Letting fal! 
Tho jultly ſhed, and 1 grow ſtiff with Horrour. the Ponyard. 


Mirza een to iſe, atls again. 
It wont be! Life guſhes out amain, | 
And I ſhall dye without Revenge or Aid; b 3 
What Noiſe is that? wuwet nere; Help! (Topline ge, 
Ss „ 


= The Abet Se wirben 


Ameſ. Oh. Heavens Eur em 
ne | te 4 ne vals ons 5700 


E nter Orchane 2 


Orch. My Lord! Where are you? | | 
Bleeding! and on the Ground! * wretched Accidentd-Hiaw 7 
Then Fate reſolves to make this Night compleat, | 
Such as ſucceeding Horrours ne're ſhall match, 

Mirz. Oh my Orchanes! J am fall'n vilely, 

And this laſt Part of Life will ſully all Becky: 
The Wiſdom and Renown of what ets 


* 


Methought thou talk aſt of Horrors, ſpeak em boldly, 

And try if ought can add to this Confuſion. 92111 
Orch. Prepare, my Lord, and ſummon all your Wiſdom, f 

Your utmoſt Conſtancy of Soul to hear F: 
Mirz. No more! I cannot wait thy Preparation, 

Let theill Fortune take me as it finds me. 
Orch. Then hear it thus; your Daughter's dead. — 
Mir. My Daughter! | 

Thy Words have met with at unguarded Side, 

And pierceeven thro my Soul. Say, How? Where? Tell me!— 
Orch. As with a Guard I kept the Temple Gates, 

I heard old Memnon and the Pris ner Prince 

Loud 4s the roaring Ocean in a Storm, 

Ecchoing their Rage thro the vaſte ſounding Dome, 

When on a ſudden e're the Night had gain d 

Four Hours at moſt, the Noiſe was huſh'd in Silence, 

Wondring and Curious of the Cauſe, I enter'd, 

And fonnd, oh Grief to Sight! your Lovely Daughter 

Dreſt like a Boy, then warm, and newly dead, 

One Wound was on her Breaſt. Why ſhe was there, 
Or how we know not; to compleat ihe III, 
The Pris'ners both are fled. 
Mirz. Fled! tis impoſſible. 4 

Ha! which way? whither? how? they could not fy! 
Ame ſ. Oh wondrous turn of Joy, are they not dead then? 
Orch. They could not "ſcape theGuards, no other Pallage 

Remain d but yours, and ev'n that was faft. 

_— the 11 I beſet each Avenue 1 

Which to your Palace leads; happily : as yet = 

They are not paſt from thence! U | CE) 
Ameſ. Guard em, ye Gods? © oY HEM 3 bak. - 
_ Mirz. Find em again _ ere lere, Jodi: 10 ue 


3 


: The Ambriious Step mother. 
Or I am more than double damn d; this Loss 
Is worſe than mine, worſe than my Daughters Death, 
Tis Death of my Revenge. Malicious Fortune! 
he took the Moment when my Wiſdom nodded, 

And ruin d me at once. O doating Fool!!! 
Thou Foot of Love and of pernicious Woman! | 
I ficken! Nature fails me! Oh Revenge ! 
Will not thy Cordial keep back flying Life? 
It ſhatl ! Orchænes drag that Trait reſs to me. 
Ame ſ. Oh if thou art a Man, I Chargs thee looſe me, 
And ſcorn die Bidding, ſcorn to be his Slave. 

A Devil's Drudge in * Save me trons Deith, c 
Have roy . Youth; ſpare my? Youth! 5 Pr 


Orchanes . Ameſtris down zo | Mirza. | 


Mir. Hearken not to het drag her! pull her down! 

Shall Memnon boaſt of thee, Whife I dye yy ney M 

No, to Cleone's Ghoſt thoy art 15 Victim, 

Oh could I but have ſeen thee with thoſe Eyes 

I view thee now, I had been wiſe and ſafe; 

That Face ſhall make no mote Fools in this World, 

- Down! bear thy fatal Beauties down to Hell, _ 

And try if thou cafſt charm e the Dead. 

Dye Witch! Enchantreſs dye! He Alabober... 
Ameſ. Ah! Mercy Heavens! . 

Mir. I thank the Hand ar leaſt for this laſt Service, 

Now fly Orohanes, haſte and tell the Queen, . 
My lateſt Breath ſtays for — Thepuls [ Exit Otchanes. 
Important to her Service breath fhort, * ; 
Life ſtays in Pain, and ſtruggles to be gone, 

I ſtrive in vain to hold t————ha! what mean 
Theſe _ Shades that dance before my Sight? 
"Tis Death, I feel it plain; the dreadful Change 
That Nature ſtarts at. Death!=—Death!——=What is Death? 
Tis a vaſt Diſquifition, Prieſts and Scholars 
Enquire whole Ages, and are yet in Doubt. 
My Head turhs' round !——] cannot form one Thought 
That pleaſes me abour it, muſt refolve me. 
Ameſ. Oh my hard Fortune! muſt Idye? dye nowꝰ Dag 
2 3 calls and bids me live. | 

1s dear lov'd Image ſtays my parting Sou 
And makes it Frog 1ts mind Cu. e 
the {ure he dead. tis ſo, and nom he ſtands [Looking onMirza. | 
2 
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1 The Ambitious * 


Arraign'd before the dread I mpartial Judges, 
To anſwer to a long Account of Crimes; | 

Had I but Strength, perhapsmy Fate ay yer 6 Wa, b. 

Find out a way to ſave me. 

My Love and Father make Life worth. my cue f 
Alas! ! My Blood flows faſt; this way I think, bor, 4 22 


Enter at the other ſide 1 anif 3 1 2 Sword, aud » 
Dark Lanthorn. AG 


Mem. Ha, here are Lights, hold up thy Weapon, Son. 
Artax. And ſee Blood, and a Body on the Floor, 
What means rhis Scene of Death? What \ Vretch art thou EF: 
Oh all ye juſter Powers, tis Mirza, ſee, Fs 
He ſeems now dead. | : 
Men. Damnation then is now to _—. 
Aud it there be one deeper Pit of Sepulchre, .. 6 
One Plague above the reſt in thoſe dark Regions, | | 
He as the moſt abandon'd Dog may claim it, 
And vie for Preference with Devils themſelves. 


| Re E mer Ameftris. 


Ane / The Doors are Guarded, Fate has dogd me round. e 
Artax. Ha, art thou my Ameſtris ? 1 5 
Mem. Oh, my Daughter. [ Theyrun to ber. 

Ame ſ. Are ye then whe 8 at laft to bleſs my ns | 
That could np. cloſe without one N View. 
Oh hold me, or I fink !——— 
Mem. Alas my Child. | f 
Artax. My cruel Fears, why art thou pale and faint? 
Ha, whence this Blood ? oh killing SpeCtacle. | „ 
Ameſ. Forth from my Heart the Crimfon River flows, * 
My Laviſh Heart that haſtily Conſumes ; 
1 ſmall Remain of Life: Oh lay me gently 
eren the Earth, whoſe cold hard Boſom 
y be the Place of my long Reſt. 1. 
* Mem. What have we done? or, oh if we have finn d. . 
What has thy Innocence done to merit this? Tt Fs 
Ameſ. That Villain Mirza—— 
Mem. Ha, Say what of him. | 
Amec/. Ofter'd moſt brutal Outrage to by . 
Artax. Oh ye Eternal Rulers of the World, 
Could you-look on unmov'd? But ſay, inſtru me, 45 a 
| That 


The Ambitious Step-mother. 8 
That I might bow before the God that ſav'd thee. „ 
Ame ſ. dure t was ſome Chaſter Power that made me hold, 
And taught my trembling Hand to find the way e 
With his own Ponyard to the Villains Heart. 
Mem. Thou art my Daughter ſtill ! oh noble Actio 
That gives in Death an Interval of o.. 
Ane ſ. Juſt in that hour of Fare a Villain enter d, 
By whoſe Aſfiſtance the revengeful Mirza 
Forc'd me to ſhare Death with him. | og." 
Artax. *Tis paſt, "tis paſt; | W [ Lying down, 
And all fires thoſe that lighted up my Soul © 11 ne - 
Glory and bright Ambition languiſh now, ha . 
And leave me dark and gloomy as the Graveye. . 
Oh thou ſoft dying ſweetneſs Shall I Rage 1 
And Curſe my felt ? Curſe ev'n the God's 2. Oh no; 
am the Slave of Fate and bow beneath | | 
The load that pieſſes me; am ſhuk. to Earth © 
And ne 're ſhall riſe again; here will I fit 
And gaze till I am nothing. 
/ ET 
- Fain would I ſtrive to bid you not be ſad. 
Fain would I Chear your Grief; but tis in vain ; 
I know by my own Heart it is impoſſible;  _ 
For we have lov'd too well. Oh mournful Nuptials; . 
Are theſe the Joys of Brides? Indeed tis hard, DOT” 
"Tis very hard to part 3 I cannot leave oo. 
The Agonizing Thought diſtracts me; hold me, Neg NY 
Oh hold me fait, Death ſhall not tear me from you. by 
 Artax. Oh could my Arms fence thee from Deſtiny, 
The God's might launch their Thunder on my Head, 
Plague me with Woes treble to what I feel. 
With Joy, I would endure it all to fave thee; 
What ſhall I ſay? what ſhall Ido to fave thes; 
Griet ſhakes my Frame, it melts my very Temper; 
dy manly Conſtancy and Royal Courage 
un guſhing thro' my Eyes; oh my Ameſtris 
 _ Lmef.. Anddee my Father] his white Beard is wet 
With the ſad Dew. * | * N 
Mem. I try'd to Man my Heart, 7 
Bur could not ſtand the Buffet of this Tempeſt; © - 
It tears me up----MyChild! ha! art thou d ing ? 
Ame. Indeed I am very Sick! oh hold me up, 
My Pain encreaſes, and a Cold damp Dew... . . 
Hangs on my Face, Is there no help? No eats > 


- 


Have 
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60 The Ambitious re xs 1 50 
Have I your Arm my Loxe?:e? | 
Artax. Thou baſt ; My Heart 5 g 


Doſt thou yet hold. © ca ; yo „ 
Ameſ. Say will you not forget me?? 
When I am laid to moulder in my Tomb ? 
Tis ſure you will not, {till there will be room 
For my Remembrance in your noble Heart z 
I know you loy'd me truly: Now ! I faint! _ 
Oh ſhield me; ſhield me from that ugly Fantome 
The Cave of Death! how dark and deep it is! 
I tremble at the Sight. tis hideous Horror. Sh | 
The Gloom grows ore me Let me not lie there [Ameſtiis dies. 
Alt. There Life gave way, and the laſt Roſie Breath | 
Went in that Sigh: Death like a Brutal Victor 
Already enter'd with rude haſt defaces, 
The lovely Frame he haſt maſter'd ; ſee how ſoon. 
Theſe Starry Eyes have loſt their Light and Luſtre! * © 
Stay let me cloſe their Lids. Now for the Reſt. 
Old Memnon ! ha! Grief has transfix'd his Brain, 
And he perceives me not !—Now what of thee ? 
Think'ſt thou to live thou Wretch? Think not of any thing 
Thought is Damnation, *tis the Plague of Devils. 
To think on what they are! and ſe this Weapon 
Shall ſhield me from it, plunge me in torgetiulneſs. 
Ere the dire Scorpion Thought can rouſe to ſting me. 
Lend me thy Boſom, my cold Bride; Il Fortune 
Has done its Worſt, and we ſhall part no more; 
Wait for me, Gentle Spirit, ſince the Stars | 
Together muſt receive us! | Stabs himſelf. ] Oh well aim d! 
How fooliſh is the Coward's Fear of Death ! | | 
Of Death, the gentleſt——ſureſt way to Peace. Artax. dies. 
[Memnon ſtands looking on the Bodies 77 5 
pPione time, and then ſpeaks. 
Mem. Yet will I gaze! Yet ! Tho? my Eyes grow ſtiff 
And turn to Steel or Marble; here's aSight 
To bleſs a Father! Theſe! Theſe were your Gifts, 
Ye bounteous Gods, you'll ſpare my Thanks for em, 
Lou gave me Being too, and ſpurn me out wy 
To hoary Wretchedneſs; away, twas Cruelty, 
Oh Curſed, Curſed, Curſed four Score Years, 
Ye Heap of Ills, Ye monſtrous Pile of Plagues 
Sure they lov'd well, the very Streams of Blood, 
That flow from their pale Boſoms meet and mingle. 
Stay, let me view em better——Nay, tis thus 


[ Lying by der. 


N 1 

The Ambitious Step»mother. 
If thou art like thy Mother She dy'd too — 

Where is ſhe Ha! that Dog, that Villain Mirza 

He bearſher from me; Shall we not purſue AO; ol 
The Whirl of Battle comes acroſs me, fly! Po 5, 
©. Begon! They ſhall not, dare not brave me thus! 
Hey, tis a glorious Sound, ruſh on my Prince, 


We'll ſtart and reach the Goal of Fate at once! [Runs off. © 
| / 


Enter on the other fide, Queen and Atteddants with Lights 


Qu. Why am I am Summon d with this Call of Death? 
This is no dee 7 pron 1 FOES 
And Memnon's Daughter. Miræa thou art fallen 
In pompous Slaughter, Could not all thy Arts, 
That Dold about Deſtruction to our Enemies, 
Guard thy own Life from Fate? Vain boſt of Wiſdom 
That with fantaſtick Pride, like buſie Children, 
Builds Paper Towns and Houſes, which at once 
The Hand of Chance o'erturns and looſly ſcatters. —_ 
1 Att. Oh Diſmal Sight, [Looking out. 
Qu. What is it frights thy Eyes? 6 f 
1 Att. Old Memnor's Body. . 
Qu. Tis à grateful Horror. | 7 
1 Att. Upon the Floor the batter'd Carcaſs lies 
Weltring in Gore, whilſt on the marble Wall 
A dreadful Maſs of Brains, Grey Hair, and Blood 
Is ſmear d in hideous Mixture. 5 
2. Fierce Deſpair | 
Has forꝰd a way for the impetuous Soul. 1 
"Tis well he is in Peace Whet means this Tumult? . 
(bout, Claſhing of Swords: Enter an Officer, his Sword drawn. 
= Ofc. Fly, Madam, Leſt your Perſon be nor ſafe, 
The Traytor Bagoas, to whoſe Charge you truſted - 
The Prince your Son, has drawn the Guards to join him; 
And now aſſiſted by the furious Rabble, 
On every fide they charge thoſe Few who keep 
This PIMe and the Temple, with loud Out-cries, 
Proclaiming, that they mean to free the Pris ners. 
Orchanes, e re I fled to give you Notice, _ ; St 52 
Fell by the Prince's Hand, the raging Torrent T0 
Bore down our weak Refiſtance, and purſuing @-- . 
With furious Haſte, ev'n trod upon my Flight. | 
This Inſtant brings em here. 


1 * : | 1 * 
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Qu. Let em come on, 8 
1 cannot fear; this Storm i is rais 4 too un 8 
I ſtand ſecur'd of all ! wiſh already. 
[ Shout and C laſhing - of 8 words aui 


Enter Artaban, Clea bes and Artendents, their S tor ds drawn. 


Artab. Then Virtue is in vain, fince baſe Deceit 
And Treachery have triumph o'er the Mighty. 
Oh Nature. let me turn my Eyes away, 
Leſt 1 am Blaſted by a Mother's Sight. 
De. Ungratetul Rebel! Do tay Impious Arms 
Purſue me tor my too indulgent ondneſs 
And Care for thee ? 
Artab. Well has that Care been ſhewn, 
Have you not fouly ſtaind my Sacred Fame ? 
Look on that Scene of Blood; the dire Effects · 
Of Cruel Female Arts. But oh what Recompence 
What can you give me for my murder d Love? 
Has not the Labyrinth of your fatal Counſels 
Involv'd my Fair, my Lovely, Loſt Cleone ? 
By our Bright Gods: ſwear will allert 
The Majeſty of Manly Government, 
Nor wear again your Chains, ſtill as our Mother 
Be honour'd ; rule amongſt your Maids and Eunuchs, 
Nor mingle i in our State, where mad Confuſion 
Shakes the whole Frame, to boaſt a Woman's Cunning. 
Qu. Thou talk'ſt as if thy infant Hand could graſp 
Guide 2nd Command the Fortune of the World. | 
Baut thou art young in Power. Remember, Boy, - oft 
Thy Father once the Hero of his Age, Wag) 23 
Was proud to be the Subject of my Sway, 
The Warrior of the Woman's Wits gave war, 
And found it was his Intereſt to obey. + 
And doſt thou hope to ihake off my Command; 
Doſt thou? The Creature of my forming Hand. 
When 1 aſſert the Power, thou dar'ſt invade, | 3 
Like Heaven I will reſolve to be obey e. 
And Rule or Ruine that which once I made. | 85 WKY. 
[l Exit Queen and Artendants. 
Artab. Let a Guard wait the Queen, tho Mature plead 
For Reverence to her Perſon, jealous Power 
Muſt. watch her ſubtle and ambitioas Wit. 1. 
Haſt thou ſecur'd the Impious * Cheantbes 5 ? 


» 


— 


Magas, that Wretch, that proſtitutes our Gods. 


— 


Type Ambitious Step- mother. 


Cleon. Already he has met the Fate he merited, 


This Night the Hy pocrite in Grand Proceſſion 


March'd thro the City to appeaſe the People, 
And bore the Gods along to aid his Purpoſe. 


When on a ſudden, like a Hurricane, 5 


That farts at once, and ruffles all the Ocean, 

Some Fury more than mortal ſeiz d the Crowd; 

Ar once they ruſh d, at once they cry'd Revenge; 
Then inatch'd, and tore the trembling Prieſt to Pieces. 
What was moſt ſtrange, no Injury was offer'd, 

To any of the Brotherhood beſide, | 

But all their Rage was ended in his Death. 


Like formal Juſtice that ſeverely ſtrikes, 
And in an inſtant is ſerene and calm. 


Artab. Oh my Cleanthes, do but caſt thy Thoughts 


Back on the recent Story of this Night; „ 


And thou with me wilt wonder, and confels 
The Gods are great and juſt, Well have you mark'd 
Celeſtial Powers, your righteous Deteſtation 


Of Sacrilege, of baſe and bloody Treachery. 


May this Example guide my future Sway; 
Let Honour, Truth and Juſtice crown my Reign, © 4 
þ 


Ne re let my Kingly Word be giv'n in vain, 


But ever ſacred with my Foes remain. 


On theſe Foundations ſhall my Empire ſtand, 


The Gods ſhall vindicate my Juſt Command, C 
And guard that Power they truſted to my Hand. | 


[Exeunt Omnes. 


End f the Fiſtb S. 
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EPILOGUE. 
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J. EPILEOG MGE, 
| | Spoke by Mrs. Bracegirdle. 5 


6 4 HE Spleen and Vapours, and this doleful Play 
| Have Mortify'd me to that Height to day, 
That J am almoſt in the Mortal Mind, 
To Dye indeed, and leave you all behind, © 
Know then, ſince I reſolve in Peace to part, 
T mean to leave to one alone my Heart. 
( Laſt Favours will admit of no Partage, 
I bar all Sharing, but upon the Stage.) 
To one who can with one alone be bleſs, 
The Peaceful Monarch of a ſingle Breaſt. 
"To One--------but oh! how hard *twill be to find. 
That Phenix in your fiekle changing Kind] 
New Loves, new Intereſte, and Religions new, 
Still your Fantaſtick Appetites purſue. 5 
Your ſickly Fancies loath what you poſſeſs, 
And every reſtleſs Fool would change his Place, 
Some weary of their Peace and Quiet grown, 2 
Want to be hoiſted up 72 55 and ſbomm; 
Whilſt from the envy d Height, the wiſe get ſafely down. 
We find your wavering Temper to our Coſt, 
Since all our Pains and Care to pleaſe is loſs. 
 Muſich, in vain, ſupports with friendly Aid 
Her Siſter Poetry's declining Head. 
Show but a Mimick Ape, or French Buffon,  »y 
You to the other Houſe in Shoals are gone, 
Aud * us here to tune our Crowds alone. 
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Mit Shakeſpear, Fletcher, and Laborious Ben 
Be left for Scaramouch and Harlequin? 
Allow you are unconſtant, yet tir ſirange, ' © _. 
For Senſe is ſtill the ſame , and were can change; 
Tet even in that you vary as the reſt, 
And every day New Notions are profeſt ; 
Nay there's a Wit has found, as J amt told, 
New ways to Heaven,  deſpairing of the Old. 
He ſwears hell ſpoil the Clerk's and Sextor's Trade, 
Bells ſhall no more be rung, nor Graves be made. 
The Hearſe and Six no longer be in Faſhion, 
Since all the Faithful may expeF Tranſlation. 
What think you of the Project? I'm for trying, 
II lay aſide theſe fooliſh Thoughts of Dying ; 
Preſerve my Youth and Vigour for the Stage, 
And be Tranſlated in a good Old Age. 
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lected from the moſt Eminent Practical Authors. By John Pech, = 


neral Account of the Tranſactions of the whole > World, 
but principally of the Roman People, during the Firſt and Second 


Punick Wars. Tranſlated by Sir Henry Sheers, and Mr. Dryden. 


In Three Volumes: The Third Volume never before printed. 


Cocfe s Decimal Arithmetick, wherein is ſhewed the Nature and 


uſe of Decimal Fractions, in. the uſual Rules of Arithmetick, 


and the Meaſuration of Plains 2nd Solids Together with Tables 


of Intereſt and Rebate for the Valuation of Leaſes and Afnuities, 


preſent. or in Reverfion ; and Rules of Calculating for thoſe Ta- 


bles. Whereunto is added, his Artificial Arithmetick, ſhewing the 
Gcneſis or Fabrick of the Logarithms, and their Uſe in the Ex- 


traction of Roots, the ſolving of Queſtions in Anatociſm, and in 3 


other Arithmetical Rules, in a Method not ufually practiſed. 
Hudibras, Compleat 3. Parts. 
Waller's Poems. 
Teeverton's Reports with References by theſame Hand chat x com- 
pleated Cote. Price 10 6. 
Eſſays upon ſeverul important SubjeRQs. By Sir Tho. Pope Blount. 
A General Treatiſe of the Diſeaſes of Infants and Children, col- 


of the Colledge of Phylicians. 
Dr. Bray's Lectures on the Church Catechiſm. 


Mr. Walker's Treatiſe of Education, eſpecially of Young Gen- ö 
tlemen. 


Miſcellany Poems by Mr. Denis with ſelect Tranſlations of Ho. 


rare, Fuvenal, and Aſop's Fables in | Burleſque Verſe. To which is 


added; the Paſſion of 5%; with ſome Critical Reflections on 


Mr. 0!dham and his Writings. With Letters and Poems. 

Familiar Letters: Written by the late Ingenious the Earl of Ro. 
cheſter in 2 Vol. with Letters by the Late Ingenious the Duke of 
Buckingham, Mr. Orway, Mrs. Kat herine Philips and Mr. Thomas 
Brown. Price 5 5. 

Mis. Behns Novels in 2. Vol. in O&avo. Price 10 s. Each Vo- 
lume may be had ſingly. 

The whole Works. of that Excellent Practical Phyfician, Dr. Tho. 


mas Sydenham ; wherein not only the Hiſtory of Acute Diſeaſes, are 
treated of, after a New and Acurate Method; but alſo, the ſhorteſt 4 
and fafeſt way of curing moſt Chronical Diſeaſes, The Third Edi 
tion. at Fobn 17” „ 1 
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